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PRESENTATION. Aas 

| present this work to the public on ‘its merits} there-is no 
fiction about it, every incident is taken from reality, The 
author has either passed through or been an eye witness to 
every trying ordeal and incident wiih a very few exceptions 
and he has authentic history to sustain him in these,* Every 
line is’ dictated by the author, W. H. Robinson, and written 
. by his Secretary, Miss Florence Mitchell, of Louisville, Ky. 
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ENDORSEMENT. 

Having read the within pages I can conscientiously recom- 
-mend the book as being of intense interest from first to ‘last; 
full of interesting narative, valuable historical information, good 
suggestions and wholesome inspiration. It is more than worth 
the price asked for it. 

J. M. GASS, 
Editor News, Albia, lowa. 


ASST 


THE AUTHOR, 


» MRS. FLORENCE MITCHELL, 


Secretary. Louiswille, Ky, 
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE. 


My friends, it is not the purpose cf the writer to place be- 
fore the public something to bias the minds of the people, or 
instill a spirit of hatred; my book reveals in every chapter 
either the pathetic moan of slaves in almost utter dispair, yet 
panting, groaning, bitterly wailing and still hoping for free- 
dom; or of slaves with their hearts lifted to God, praying for | 
delievrance from the cruel bonds, the auction block, and years 
of unrequitted grinding toil given for those wo had no: ha 
to their labor. 


Realizing as 1 do the injunction of the Lord Jesus, when he 
said, in Mathew VII, 12: ‘‘Thererore all things whatsoever 
ye would that men should do to you, do ye evén so to them; 
for this is the law and the prophets.” My deliberations and 
prayers have been many and constant, that God would take 
out of my heart all the spirit of retaliation or revenge. This 
is why my hook has not been before the public years ago; | 
wanted to be assured of the fact, that | could give to the 
world, at leastsome thoughts that would not only bea Te 
memberance, but would prove beneficial to all in whose hands 
this book may chance to fall. I would not have this all 
important fact pass from the mind and memory of men, that 
they would not give their consent, nor cast their CaN for the 


enslavement of any human being. 
To some of the noble men of this country, yea to many 
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whose blood has stained the earth at Fairfax Courthouse, Va , 
Roanoke Island, N. CG. Fort Donelson, Pea Ridge, Ark., 
Shiloh or Pittsburg Landing, Tenn., Williamsburg, Va., and 
many other places tco numerous to mention; it is but as 
yesterday since the noble men, who are sleeping in unknown 
graves, left their homes and loved ones, to lay their lives on 
the sacrificia! altar of their country, to perpetuate this govern- 
ment; and help to shake the shackles of bondage from a race 
hewn froma slab of ebony. It is but yesterday, in our mem- 
ory, since mothers gave their only sons, wives their husbands, 
daughters their brother-, sweethearts their intended, to take 
part in shaking the man‘cles from this unfortunate race; it 
is but yesterday since the sad message came; that many of 
those loved ones had fallen in the forefromt of the battle, 
saturated in their own blood fighting for human liberty. 

Gratitude will not pay for the loss of those dear ones, nor 
for those who returned limbless, and with shattered health, 
but it is the greatest gift in human reach. May God ever 
bless and We will bless, the Caucasian race for the Moses in 
the person of an Abraham Lincoln, who led us across the Red 
Sea of slavery into the promised land of liberty, where today 
we can worship God under our own vine and fig tree and no 
one dare molest us or make us afraid. 

Having given you this short preface, | will at once proceed 
to yive you a history of my life as a slave and of slavery from 
a historical standpoint; also eleven months of my life in Eng- 
land, where | received my first alphabetical training. 
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CHAPTER I. 


1 was born in Wilmington, a town in North Carolina, March 

11, 1848. Wilmington is situated near the mouth of the Cape 
Fear river, on the Atlantic coast. It has a good harbor on the 
tidal waters of Cape Fear river. The chief exports are cotton 
and tobacco from the uplands; and lumber, rosin and turpen- 
tine from the yellow pine forests of the coasta plains, The 
swampy coastal lowlands produce great quantities of rice, 
] in teading Stanley and Livingstone on Africa we notice that 
the negro race is divided into different tribes; among them is 
the Madagascar tribe, who are noted for their mechanical skill. 
Of this tribe my parents both belonged. 

My parents, Peter and Rosy, belonged to a very wealthy 
ship and slave holder; who owned two farms and over five 
hundred slaves. 

My father was an engineer and towed vessels n and out of 
Wilmington harbor into the Atlantic ocean; which occupation 
he pursued for over fifteen years, and received many tips by 
being courteous and always on the alert for ships heaving in 
sight, While the master received pay for the tourage may 
father by constant contact with white meu received money in 
many other ways. ‘‘As association breeds assimilatio n so 
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my father learned the art of miking and saving money until - 
he had accumulated atoutieleven hundred dollars. 


My mother was a cook at the great house, but hired her 
time from her mistress for which she paid three dollars per 
month. 


It becomes necessary to explain how slaves would get money 
to pay for theii time. There was shipped from Wilmington, 
a great many ground-peas or peanuts, as we now call them. 
They were brought from the country, in bulk, and so, had to 
be sacked and. sewed up; the slaves were hired for this work, 
for which they received one and one-half cent per sack, for 
sacking and sewing. This is one of the mediums by which 
they made money. Another was, a great many hogsheads of 
molasses were brought from, New Orleans, and unloaded on 
the docks, and the hot sun would cause them: to ferment and 
run out through the chimes. The negro women would catch 
this molasses by running their hands over the hogshead and 
wiping the molasses from their hands into a pail. | am often 
made to wonder now when I see people gagging at the idea 
of eating bread made up by black hands, when in those days 
the poor whites were truly glad to buy the molasses caught in 
the hands of our mothers; and like Flijah, who was fed by the 
ravens, they ate it and asked no questions. 

Father enjoyed the friendship of two very distinguished 
Quakers, Mr Fuller and Elliott, who owned oyster sloops, and 
stood at the head of what is known in our country, as the un- 
derground railroad, or an organization filled with love of free- 
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dom for suffering humanity, that had for its end the liberation 
of slaves, and that only, and hundreds of men belonging to 
_ this humane organization sacrificed their lives in carrying out 
‘this noble purpose. ax 

Fether was with Mr, Fuller and Elliott every day towing 
them in and out from the oyster bay. This gave them an 
opportunity to lay and devise plans for getting many into 
Canada (the only safe refuge for the negro this side the At- 
lantic,) and my father was an important factor in this line. 

The system of deliverance by the underground railroad was 
to divide the country off into sections; and at every fifteen or 
twenty miles would be a station or depot. One man would 
haul the slaves at night to the end of his station and get back 
home before. daylight, undiscovered; then the slaves would be 
conveyed the next night in wagons from that station to the 
next and so on until they reached Canada. 

Often the wagons had double linings with corn or wheat 
visible, while the cavity was filled with mothers and children. 

Father having a foretaste of liberty to some extent and 
growing weary of the life of a slave with the assistance of his 
Quaker friends, the plans were laid for him to purchase his 
own freedom and go to Canada; then his family would be sent 
to him by the underground railroad. If any one connected 
with the underground railroad was caught, the penalty for 
dealing in this traffic of human liberty was a heavy fine and 
expulsion from the state, 

Allow me to state here that in 1875, while on the train 
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going to Wilmington, N. C,, in szarch of a sister and brother 
1 found a white man having the appearance of a lawyer. He 
talked very freely with me and [soon learned he was from 
Boston, Mass., and that he was a merchant instead of a lawyer. 
His continued conversation with me attracted the attention 
of nearly all the passengers in the car, and they were not care- 
ful or considerate in their criticism for they were heard to 
Say Several times, ‘‘heis a Northern negro lover, or one of 
Lincoln’s hirelings,” and such like expressions. We were 
truly glad when we reached Wilmington and could get from 
under the scrutinizing eye and listening ear of the passengers 
in the car. He asked me if Wilmington was my home. |} 
old him it was, but 1 did not love a grain of sand on that 
soil. He assured me this was the case with him, for said he 
‘my father lost his life here trying to help a colored man to 
tiberty.” | asked who his father was, he said ‘‘Sam Fuller,’’ 
and when he learned that | had known his father from my 
childhood dats it seemed to draw him closer to me, and we 
were both dumbfounded for a moment, when the fact was 
made known that his father had lost his life because he had 
tried to help my father secure his freelom. We both broke 
down and wept for a few moments, but F recognized the 
danger we both were in, even in 1875 in a Southern state. So 
we parted with the understanding that we keep in touch with 
each other until! we got to Indianapolis, Indiana. As there 
was danger of us both being murdered, we passed each other 
almost as strangers on the streets of Wilmington for over a 
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week and finally we both left on the same train. We spent a 
week together in the city of Indianapolis, Indiana. From the 
way he spent money with me it seemed that he thought he 
owed me some gratitude instead of me owing it to him. 

He now told me the story of the death of his father and 
how it came about. My master became suspicious, or mis- 
trusted from surronnding circumstances, that Mr. Fuller was 
the deviser of father’s attempt to buy his freedom, and a few 
nights after father was sold from Wilmington, a posse of men 
notified Mr. Fuller to Jeave the state at once and left a cross 
bone and skull on a stick in front of his door. He left his 
wife and tour children, Samuel, Jr., the man I met on the 
train being the oldest, with the understanding that he would 
send for them in a few days. Ile has never been heard from 
since. The supposition is that he was murdered, The family 
remained there until the rebellion, when they left for Indiana 
and from there to Massachusetts. , 

The young man’s business in Wilmington was to look after 
the little homestead which was about forty acres of land. | 
was not successful in findimg my sister and brother, but felt 
amply paid by meeting an old friend to the negro race and 
one who helpéd my father in many different ways. 
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CHAPTER II. 


The plans to free father were put into execution in 1858. 
My father went to his master to ascertain what he would take 
for him. The first question master asked him was, what white 
man was putting him up to this? His suspicion at once fell 
on these two Quakers. Father finally succeeded in convinc- 
ing him that no white man was implicated. Then his next 
question was, ‘Show inuch money father had.” Father told 
him $450, So he agreed to take $1,150 for him. ‘This was 
an extortionate price and he didn’t think father would ever 
be able to pay it. Yet he could have paid him the amount 
down, but in counsel the Quakers had thought it would not 
be the best thing to do, for fear it would confuse the whole 
plan and jeopardize their lives. 

He was to pay for himself on the installment plan, paying 
$450 down, with the nnderstanding that he continue six 
months on the tug, so as to teach another man to run it 
Then he could work wherever he pleased, which he did, and 
every year was to pay, with interest, as much as he could. 

At this time the subject of slavery was being greatly agi- 
tated in the North and slaves were depreciating in value. In 
1859 my father went to California with a surveying company; 
staying one year he returned during the holidays, paying 
$350 more on himself, making a total of $800 paid on his 
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debt. He went back to California after the holidays and was 
gone about three months, when the sews came to us that 
father was returning in chains. We knew exactly what tha, 
meant, to rob him of what he had paid, and sell. him away 
from us, and we were not mistaken, for this was the exact 
purpose. e 

You may wonder how we received the news, knowing we 
had no access to the telegraph or post office. Now to explain 
that; to get news from one farm to another, one slave would 
tell the other and so on until by this m2ans and the further- 
ance of the underground railroad, it would reach its destination. 
So father scnt us the news by this means, clear from California 
to North Carolina, 

For two months we went every day, whe the boat came, to 
see if father was onit. At last the sad hour came when the 
boat arrived, bringing father bound in chains. We saw him 
pulling his whiskers (a mark of deep sorrow with him.) 
When they took him off the Foat we found he had wora hand 
cuffs fourteen days, and his ankles from the manacles, were as 
raw as a piece of beef. 

That night they took him to the jail, or negro pen, and there 
we left them trying to unlock the handcuffs, for the flesh had 
swollen over them so it made it almost impossible to unlock 
them. The negro trader ordered mother and five of us children 
to go home, assuring us that we would see father in the 
morning. 

That night. saw mother in every attitude of prayer a human 
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being could assume. Sometimes she would be~ prostrate upon 
her face on the floor; sometimes on her knees and again in a 
sitting posture, imploring God to use his power in some way to 
keep father from being sold from us. 

Then about twelve o’clock that night mother said we would 
w to the great house; and so we went, notwithstanding the 
rigidness of the law, for there was a standing law that any 
negro caught out after nine o’clock at night should be struck 
thirty-nine lashes. But now as the war was dawning, they 
were more rigid than ever, and raised it to forty-nine lashes. 
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CHAPTER III. 

There were four classes of men who made their living on 
the blood of the negro. The first class is the master proper. 
He feels himself too honorable to drive the slave from two or 
three o’clock in the merning until nine or ten at night, there- 
fore he sees the necessity of the second class, so he hires a poor 
white man as overseer, to do this dirty work. : 

The overseer has the authority if the slave—man, woman or 
child—failed to do his task, to tie him up and whip him, but 
not to exceed one hundred and fifty lashes. If the crime de- 
manded more than that he must get special authority from the 
master. The punishment, as will be shown further on, was 
very high for trivial offenses. iss 

Sometimes the task gets too heavy for the negro and he 
could not complete it and would rise up in his manhood and 
would not be whipped. Then his only alternatiye was to run 
away, and this usually was the first thought in his mind. The 
third man raised blood hounds and trained them to hunt 
nothing but negroes. He made his living by catching runaway 
negroes; receiving the paltry sum of three dollars per head. 
The fourth man is the negro trader, who made a perpetual 
business of buying and selling negroes, as men do cattle in this 

‘country. He would buy up eight or ten or twenty as the case 
might be, and locate them at some eentral point until he hag 
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from thre2 to five hundred. Then he would have a long chain 
and handcuff them on either side of the chain and march them 
to Richmond, Va, which was the central slave market of the 
South, owned and conducted by the Lee’s and known as Lee’s 
negro trader’s pen, and when there they would auction them off 
to the highest bidder. 

The prosperity of the poor whites, with but few exceptions, 
depended upon the amount of brutality that he showed to- 
wards the negro. is word was not valued as high as that of 
the negro if it was not in favor with that of his employer. 
He lived in no better homes, and many of them not as good 
as the negro quarters. 1 need not say that they had but little 
or no aspirations sive that of raising blood hounds to catch. 
the slaves with, when they ran away. They were usually very 
illiterate, many of them had no education at all; they had no 
association only among themselves and the negros. Their 
wives were glid to do the drudgery for that ciass of whites 
who would not own slaves. There were no free school sys- 
tems and they had not aspirations enough to pay for schooling 
their children. When they went before their employer they 
put their hats under their arms as any negro would do, and 
usually was as afraid of him as the negro was of the overseer. 
They dressed as hideous as they possibly could in order to 
strike terror to the hearts of the negroes; they wore broad 
brimmed slouch hats, their pants down in their boots and 
long blacksnake whip across their shoulders; they trained 
their voices to be as ha:sh as possible. ‘I heir very appearance 
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would cause one to shiver. Their living was not as good as 
that of the average; negro, for the slaves were industrious and 
woulé work by the light of the moon to earn a few pennies, 
while the overseer was lazy and seemed to be satisfied with 
most any kind of affair. 

He drew every week a certain amount of fat meat, corn 
meal, and a little flour from his master’s smoke house just the 
same as the slaves did. He often hired the slaves to steal hogs 
or chickens for him and if caught the slaves would have to 
take it all upon themselves in order to keep the good will of 
the overseer. They used the same dialect as the negro in every 
respect, While the negro looked for a day of liberty, the over- 
seer looked for nothing. He was at the height of his ambition 
while driving the negro, F 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Let us go back to the ‘‘great hous2’’ where we left my 

mother. She awoke Master Tom and thought she would 
reach him through his religious views, so she said, ‘‘Master 
Tom, have you forgotten your raligion? Have you the heart 
to sell my husband from me and my children after he has 
served you all these days and made you a fortune?” He said, 
‘‘No, Rosy, I’ve had nothing to do with that; your husband is 
in the hands of the state of California, but I’ll see that he is 
not taken out of this state.” 
COf course he knew that mother was ignorant as to the laws 
of the state, that he would have had to have been tried in tne 
state where the offense was committed had there been any 
offense; but this was only a pretext he used to rob her of her 
husband and her children of their father, the father of his 
money and liberty. 

Mother asked why he was brought back as a slave when he 
was buying himself ‘and had already paid eight. hundred dol- 
lars. He told her that father had become intimate with a 
white lady. (She could not have been a lady and be intimate 
with a negro, and that negro a slave.) After assuring mother 
that father would not be taken away from her, Master Tom 
wrote us a pass and we went back home. 
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About three a. m. mother concluded we had better go to the 
jail, so we went, and saw father standing at the window. | 
called him once, but he shook his hands to us, as to tell us 
that some one was down stairs, and motioned for us to go 
back home. 

Mother cooked a good breakfast for him and between eight 
and nine o’clock we went back to the negro trader’s pen, but 
before we got there we heard singing of two dlasses. Some 
religious songs, such as ‘‘God has delivered Daniel,’ and 
other melodies, while others were singing the songs of the 
world, all seemingly rejoicing in theirown way. Some were 
rejoicing because they were sold, hoping to fall into the hands 
of better masters; while others were rejoicing because of the 
hope of meeting some of their mothers, fathers, or children. 

We knew exactly what that meant; we knew that the num- 
ber was complete and about to start for Richmond, and we 
were not mistaken, for there were three hundred men, women 
and children, ready to start within thirty minutes from the 
time we got there. We hastily scanned the line over for 
father, but he was not in that gang. But there was a vehicle 
built something like ourebusses which we convey passengers 
from the depot in, only it was built of heavy oak boards, with 
steeples drove in them, They would handcuff men that 
were valuable and men that would not be whipped. 1 climbed 
upon the wheel of this vehicle and saw father sitting with nis 
face buried in his hands. As I spoke he came to the iron 
grating or window, he asked where mother was, when | told 
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him she was there, then he said to me, ‘‘William, never pull 
off your shirt to be whipped, 1 want you to die in defense of 
your mother, for once I laid in the woods eleven months for 
trying to prevent your mother from being whipped.” He 

shook my hands and kissed me good bye through the iron bars. — 
Then three sisters and two brothers climbed upon the wheel 
and told him good bye. Now the most trying scene of all is 
at hand. Mother climbed upon the wheel and father said, 
_ “Rosy, I’m bound for Richmond, Va., and from there to some 
Southern market, | don’t know where. We may never meet 
again this side of the shores of time, but Rosy, keep the faith 
in God, and meet me in heaven, but | want this one assurance 
from you before we part: | want to know if you believe the 
charge brought against me, for which they are robbing me of 
my liberty."’ My mother assured him she did not believe it. 

The trader came up, ordered mother down from the wheel 
and the vehicle to start; father kissed her good bye, with a 
mutual agreement that they would never marry any one else, 
_ provided they never met again. Forty years passed into 
eternity from that sad hour until mother’s death in 1898, and 
father and mother never met again, until they met on the 
other shore. 

This was the beginning of sorrow im our home. It was not 
but three weeks from the time that father was sold away, 
until mother and three children were taken to the great house 
and the other children scattered around on the different farms. 
| was taken into the great house to wait table. 
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About a month after | entered upon my new occupation, my 
miaster told me one day while sitting 6m the porch to light his 
pipe (he smoked a pipe with a long reed stem and would 
rest the bowl of it on a shelf.) After I lit the pipe he 
ordered me to bring hima glass of water. I went for it, but 
on returning | found that he had turned a sallow complexion. 
I spoke to him when he failed to answer. 1 called old mis- 
tress (this is the way we distinguished her from the children 
as we catted all from the least to the biggest mistress and 
master,) she came, spoke to him, but he spoke not a word. 


He had died sitting there in his chair. 
It'was a custom among the slave holders to have the older 


Skaves come and view the remains of their masters or mistress 
while they lay in state, and if the master was a man of any 
humanity, or what we termed a good master, they would 
actually shed tears over his body. So as usual they called 
the slaves in, but mistress did not know that Master Tom had 
incurred the ill-will of every slave on the place by selling my 


father. 
Father was almost a prophet among my people, because he 


secured all the news through his Quaker friends and other 
white men that were friendly to him, who he came in contact 
with. Then he would tell it to our people. Of couse the 
slaves held him in high esteem and when Master Tom sold 
him they never again had any good feeling for him. They 
came as usual, but just outside the door they wet their fingers 
with saliva and made ‘‘crocodile tears’? and passed on pre- 
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tendihg to be crying and saying, ‘‘Poor Mas Tom is gone.’’ 
Of course they didn’t say where he had gone. 

This may appear as a deception, but had we not have made 
some demonstration of grief, our very lives would nave been 
in danger. 
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CHAPTER V. 


_ About three weeks later they began to look up the will, for 
boys then are like a good many are today, just waiting for the 
old man to die, so they could run through with what he had 
accumulated. We found in the will that mother and three 
of us children had fallen to Scott Cowens—the meanest of all 
the Cowens family. He wasa drunkard and a gambler for 
he had taken three different woman’s sons between the age of 
twelve and fourteen years, and gambled them off and came 
back home without them, leaving the parents in anguish; so 
we went to his home, mother as cook, the rest as servants in 
general. 

We had been there but a few months when he called my 
mother one day and asked her why she said, ‘‘that God had 
sent swift judgment upon his father.’? Of course mother 
denied it, but in her grief she had unthoughtedly said it and 
somehow or another it got to his ears. He threatened mother 
very strongly, but didn't strike her. 

A few days later, one morning he found fault with the 
biscuits and asked me what was the matter with them. | told 
him | didn’t know. He then jumped up from the table and 
called mother. Of course we were taught that when called 
by our mistress, or master—from the least to the largest—to 


~~ answer and go towards that voice. So mother was coming to 
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him and he met her on the porch between the kitchen and the 
dining room, about three feet from the ground. He asked 
mother why she was crying—for at that time she was crying— 
and before she could answer him he knocked her down from 
the porch to the ground. ‘Fhis was more than I could endure, 
An ax handle was cn the opposite side from which mother fell. 
He stood over her cursing, and 1 knocked him down with the 
ax handle. 

1 knew my only hope of escape was to run away, so | 
started at once. 1 had often heard ex-runaway slaves, men 
and women, tell the adventures of when they were in the 
wocds and about their hiding places or rendezvous. 1 had 
heard it told so often at my father’s fireside, that 1 knew 
almost directly where it was, for I had passed close by it many 
times, so I started to look for it. I went to the three mile 
farn, arriving there about the time they were going to dinner. 
1 went to an old mother —we were taught to call each old 
woman mother, and they would call us son or daughter. 
It seemed that there was a natural degree of sympathy exist- 
ing in the heart of every woman for the children of others— 
I told her what | had done. She gave me a chunk of fat me 
and a half corn dodger and directed me the way to the hiding 
place. Then with her hand upon my head she prayed one of 
those fervent prayers for God to hasten on the day when the 
cruel chains of slavery would fall and women’s children 
wou'd no: te forced to leave home and take refuge among the 
keests cf the tcrest for trving to rrotect their mothers. 
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Quite late that night I got opposite the hiding place. It 
was a low Swampy place back of a thick cane brake. It was 
~ so dark and the cane so thick when! got to the place where I 
had been directed to turn in, I was afraid to venture. But 
as | stood there 1 imagined I could hear the baying of blood 
hounds, and so strong was the imagination that it drove me 
in. I had several things to fear, for that country was in- 
fested with bears. More than once I had seen a bear come out 
of acorn field with his arms full of corn, up to a fence and 
throw it over, get over, pick it up like a man, and walk off. 
Then we haa reptiles, such as water moccasins and rattle 
snakes. Sometimes | could walk upright, sometimes I was 
compelled to crawl through the cane. About three o’clock the | 
next morning | came out of the cane brake on the banks of a 
large pond of almost stagnant water. 1 could see the rocky 
mound or cave that I had heard so much talk of. 

There was no boat around and | was afraid to go into the 
water, but the same impulse that drove me into the cane 
brake caused me to go into the water. With a long reed for a 
staff 1 waded into the water until | heard the voice of a man, 
in the real course negro dialect, “‘who is dat,’ my hair was 
not extremely long, yet it seemed so to mc, as! imagined | 
felt my hat going up, and I answered “ cs is me.” (Of course 
he knew who ‘‘me was.’’) He then began to interrogate me 
as to my name and my parent’s name. It was necessary for 
him to be very cautious as to whom he admitted because white 
men often disguised themselves and played the role of a 
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runaway, and in this way many runaways had been captured. 
I finally succeeded in convincing him that I was not a spy but 
an actual runaway. Then he allowed*me to advance, and as 
1 sat on the top of the rocky mound with him he prayed long 

and earnestly for the time to come when God would raise up 
a deliverer to lead us in some way out of bondage. And 
while he was thus praying | heard this peculiar voice ‘‘gaw 
goo.’’ The old man saw I was in a terrible dilemma, and he 
said, “‘son, you need not be uneasy, that is only some men 
below snoring.’’ In afew minutes! looked across the field 
and saw two men coming with poles on their backs and I got 
excited again, called his attention to the fact. He assured me 
that they were men who had been off seeking food. They 
were stealing. 

Our people in those days were naturally good hunters, but 
never shot anything larger than a coon nor smaller than a 
chicken, always good on the wing with the latter. They threw 
their game down, which consisted of some fat hens and meat, 
they had returned to their homes and secured. 

The cook came out, made a hot fire of hickory bark, thor- 
oughly wet fhe chickens and wrapped them in cabbage leaves 
and put them in the bed of ashes; then he proceeded to make 
his bread by mixing the corn meal in an old wooden tray and 
forming them into dodgers, rolled them in cabbage leaves and 
baked in the ashes. These were known as ash cakes, the most 
nwtritious bread ever eaten. Of course the chicken retained 
all their nutriment because the intestines had not been taken 
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out of them. But now he returned to them and catching them 
by both feet he strips #he skin and feathers off, then took the 
intestines out and put red pepper and salt in them and then 
returned them to the oven to brown. Parched some corn meal 
for coffee. Breakfast being ready, the guests came from the 
sleeping place, thirteen in number, the two huntsmen made 
fifteen, the old man and myself making seventeen in all, all 
runaways. 

Among them was a man named Frank Anderson, his father, 
James Anderson, a white man, of Wilmington, was his master. 
Yet he was a runaway slave with a standing reward of one 
hundred dollars for his head. He had been a fugitive eleven 
months, and had stripes on his back like the ridges of a wash 
board, put there by his fathers overseer and by the command 
of that father, simply because he had so much of his father’s 
blood in him that he would not allow them to lacerate his back, 
only when they overpowered him. 


26 FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Uncle Amos, as the watchman was called, was a prophe. 
among us. He would watch every night and took me as _ his 
companion, as I was the only boy. Sol slept in the day and 
watched with hinr at night. He was a great astrologer, al- 
though he could not read a word; but strange to say he would 
go out and lay flat on his back and watch the moon and 
star, go through some peculiar movements with his hands, 
then the next morning he could tell almost anything you wanted 
to know. Many times it came just as he prophesied. ss 

One morning, after | had been to the hiding place about 
three weeks, the runaways inquired, as was the custom, ‘‘if 
everything was all right, or what would happen.”’ If he 
answered them in the affirmative, they were perfectly satisfied 
with his decision. But on this memorable morning he told 
them that we would have to get away at once, for if we did 
not we would be attacked within three days by negro hunters, 
For said he God has shown me the hounds and the men and 
that some one will lose his life if the attack is made here. 

So they decided to go to another rendezvous fourteen miles 
away. And Uncle Amos advised each one to get his weapon 
in shape, and get provisions enough that night to last a few 
days or until they learned something about the country sur- 
rounding the other hiding plrce. 

When men run away, if in the day, they returned at night 
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and secured a mowing scythe and took the crooked handle off 
and put a straight handle on it. Then they made a scabbard 
of bark and would swing their saber to their side. This was 
to fight blood hounds with, and if the negro. hunters get too 
close, many times they were hewn down. | | 

On that night three different parties were out foraging and 
returned with considerable provisions. But the next morn- 
ing while we were eating breakfast, very suddenly, negro 
hunters with shot guns and revolvers drawn, demanded « every 
one of us to wade over to them. They had negro men to hold 
' the hounds and cut the cane so they could pass through. 
These men had worked noiselessly all night, cutting the way 
through the cane. 

1 told Uncle Amos several times that | thought i heard 
something, but he seemed to think it more fear i in me than 
reality, and he failed to give the proper attention. ; 

We all jumped to our feet with instructions from the old 
man to march over in a body and each choose his man and 
dog to cut down, when they reached the other shore, “but the 
hunters were on the alert and demanded all to stand in a 
row then march over one at a time. One of the hunters said 
to Frank Anderson, ‘‘if you run away rl blow your brains 
out.”? We formed a line and in a moment Frank Anderson 


bounded off like a deer. We heard the crack of a gun, saw 
Frank throw up both his hands and fall, and ina minute he 
lay stiff in death.” Murdeted * because he wouldn’t “Consént to 
be tied up and whipped, when *he ‘was: late: ie a 
from a Saturday night dance. ; on 
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One by cne we all marched over and was handcuffed to 
each other and marched off to the road, end the colored men 
who were with the hunters, carried Frank over and put him 
in the mule cart which they had with them, and he could be 
tracked for thirteen miles by the blood which dropped 
through the cracks in the cart. His father rode over the sand 
stained by the blood of his son whom he had commanded to 
be murdered. 

This is but a small portion of the horrors through which 
my people passed. No tongue has ever been able to utter, 
never has the pen been forged that. can pen the horrors 
through which my people have passed. But they kept a con- 
stant knocking by faith at mercy’s door, until God moved in 
his mighty power and touched the heart of Lincoln, who was 
a type of a second Moses, through whom he delivered us, 
They surrendered us to the jailor or keeper of the negro pen, 
There was no jail after all, only negro pens for slaves. If a 
poor white man transgressed the law, they simply took what 
he had and gave him time to get out of the country. The 
Lords, who were our masters, hoodwinked the law. If the 
negroes. transgressed, he paid the penalty, with a lacerated 
back from fifty to three hundred lashes. So you see there 
was no need for jails, only negro pens where slaves were 
bought and sold as goods and chattels. 

These men received for capturing us, the paltry sum of 
three dollars per head, as the reward for the capture of run- 
away regroes and the additional two hundred offered for the 
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head of Frank Anderson. This had been a standing reward 
from his master, as he cvuldn’t be captured in the first six 
months after he ran away. His father even said that it was 
expedient that his own son should die, rather than all the 
negroes be spoiled. Most all of us were struck thirty-nine 
lashes, according to the law, then returftted to our several 
masters. 

For some cause | was among the few exempted. from the 
thirty-nine lashes. My master paid the stipulated amount 
of three dollars and ordered me home. |! walked off in front 
of him under a storm of oaths and threats, and expecting him 
to kick me or knock me down at every step. But I was 
agreeably disappointed. 
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CHAPTER -VII. 


When | arrived home 1 found that my mother, one brother 
and one sister that was with her: when 1 left, had been sold to 
negro traders; and three brothers who fell to ‘Hezekiah 
Cowens, were also sold away and no one could tell me any- 
thing about their whereabouts Of course my master wouldn’t 
tell me. This was the hour of great sorrow and distress with 
me. My master gave me the task of piling up stove wood, and 
for three weeks nearly every stick of wood 1 picked up was 
wet with tears of grief and sorrow, weeping for that mother 
who was the best friend onfearth to me anit for my brothers 
and sisters, and expecting every day to b2 whipped, And this 
suspense was one of the most severe punishments or whippings 
1 could have undergone. 

There was another old woman. which 1 called mother, 
doing the cooking. One day at the expiration of the third 
week, master sent me to the store to get some goods, and in 
the packages there was a cow hide in its crude state, but | 
didn’t see it wrapped up After unwrapping the cowhide 
my master asked me how | liked the looks of it. 1 told him 
that | didn't like it at all We were in his bed room. He 
stood between me and th» door, his wife came in wi'h the 
decanter of whiskey, glass and water and he locked the door, 
thea demiadet ms: to pallod my shirt. 1 had not forgotten 


FROM LCG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. peas St 


the promise I made my father, so 1 fully made up my mind to 
fight him until | got a chinze to jump out of the window. 
But I looxed toward th: buretu and saw aa old fashioned 
pistol which you loaded from the muzzle and fired with a cap. 
My master was standing very close to this and the sight of it 
knocked all the manhood out of me, so I reluctantly pulled 
off my shirt and h2 tied my hands behind m2, my feet to- 
gether, and ran a stick between them. This left me ina 
doubled up attitude on the floor, He whipped and cursed 
me until he had cut my back to pieces, and he was so drunk 
he could whip m2no more His wife uatied m2.and at tle 
same time the old mother cim2 to th? door and said, ‘“‘Mistcr 
Scott, came here to break this door open, for it’s a shame 
for any woman’s sonto be cut up as you have done that 
child.” He knocked the old lady down, 1! went up stairs and 
laid down on my stomach with my face across my arms. The 
next morning when] awoke the bloo.! had dried the shirt in 
the wounds on my back. The cook had to greas2 the shirt o 
as to get it out of the wounds. ‘hn he gave her medicine to 
heal my back. Every day after this when 1 would go to pile 
up. wood, I had to stoop my whole body for my back was so 
sore that 1 couldn’t bend it, and if | had not been so young 
(for I was only eleven years, ) the marks would have been vis- 
ible until now. And like many other slaves [ would have 
carried them to judgment as a testimony against him. 

After four or five weeks and my back had become somewh t 
healed up, he told me one day if any one asked me if I had 
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ever been whipped, to tell them no Is it not a wonder that 
negroes are not inveterate thieves and liars? They worked 
all the week for their masters, with only a peck of meal and 
three pounds of fat bacon and after each day’s labor they 
were compelled to go to his master’s smoke house or chicken 
roost and steal enough to subsist upon the next day, to do 
that master’s work; then after this master has cut his back 
all 1o pieces, would compel him to tell a lie in order to sell 
him. But thank God, we, like other nations, are born with 
that same natural instinct that others are, although manhood 
was crushed for two hundred and forty odd years, yet with the 
same surroundings and opportunities to develop them, we 
have risen above our environments. 

One afternoon five negro traders came; my master called 
me and met me at the door and repeated his former command 
*‘if any one asked me had | ever been whipped, to tell them 
no.’’ | walked into the parlor; there sat five men wearing 
broad brimmed straw hats, their pants in their boots and a 
black snake whip across their shoulders. The first question 
they addressed to me was, had I ever been whipped. | sus- 
pect | was too slow in speaking, the punishment had been too 
severe and was too fresh in my memory for me to tell a lie on 
the spur of the moment. I had on a long straight gown 
which struck m2 down to my feet. So the trader raised that 
and looked at my back and that told the story. They offered 
my master a small price for me, he refused it, and they left. 
I] remained with him about three or four weeks longer, when 
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one day he wrote a note and sent me to the traders’ pen. 
The keeper, Mr. Howard, read it and told me to take it back 
to James, the negro turnkey; he also did all the whipping in 
the jail. He ordered me put ina cell and closad the big iron 
door, which told me that | was bound for Richmond or some 
other slave market; and I was truly glad, forl now hated the 
soil upon which I was born. 

| was inthe trader’s pen about three weeks. There was 
from one to ten slaves brought in every day. — All of my broth- 
ers and sisters save two had been sold from Wilmington; 
other slaveholders passing through had bought them, and it 
was said they were in Georgia. At the end of three weeks the 
gang of three hundred and fifty was mide up and we were 
chained and started for Richmond, Va. In this gang was a 
woman named Fannie Woods. She had two children, the 
oldest about eight years; th? o‘h2ra nursing baby. She was 
not handcuffed, as the others were, but tied above th2 elbow 
so she could shift the nursing baby in her arms. She led th 
eldest one by the hand. The first half cf the day the little 
boy kept up -pretty well; after that it became a hindrance in 
the march... The -trader came back several times and ordered 
her to keep up-. She told him she was doing the best she 
could. He ,threatened each time to whip her if she did not 
keep up, and tinally he ordered a n2gro min, who went along 
to. give us Water and helpdrive, to untie her, made her give 
the baby to another woman, then ordered her to take off her 
waist, They buckled a strap around each wrist and strapped 
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her to a large pin2 tree tess thin ten fe2t from the rest of us, 
an with a black snak2 whip th2 colored man was made to hit 
her fifty lashes on her bare back. Th2 blood ran down [ike 
water. She was ordered to put on her waist. They retied her 
amd told her to see if they could keep up. ei 

After going a few miles furth+r, they sold the little boy 
she was leading to a man along the way. I hoard the wails 
of the mother and all around her mourning on account of 
her sorrow, and heard the gruff vice of the trider as he 
ordered them to dry up. We muorchel until mine or ten 
o'clock when we came to a boarding house, that was kept 
especially for the accommodation of negro traders, This 
was a large log house of one room about eightzen by twenty 
feet, with-steeples all around ani hindcaffs attached to 
chains about four feet long. They} would handeuff two or 
three slaves to each chain. In the summer they had nothing 
but the bare flor to lie upon; in the winter straw wis put 
upon the floor. There was a very large fire place in this 
room, : 

We stopped at this boarding house, This was our first 
night’s stop after leaving Wilmington. The next morning 
a colored boy came running down the road with a message 
from his master and we were halted until his master came 
bringing a colored woman with him, and he bought the baby 
out of Fannie Wood’s arms, As the colored woman was 
ordered to take it away | heard Fannie Woods ery, ‘‘Ob God 
1 would rather hear the’ clods fall on the coffin lid of my 
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child than to hear its cries, because it is taken from me.” 
She said ‘good bye child.” We were ordered to move on, 
and could bear the crying of the child in the distance as it 
was borne away by the other woman, aad | could hear the 
deep sobsof a broken hearted mother. We could hear the 
deep groans of many as they prayed for God to have mercy 
upon us and give us grace to endure the hard trials theeuch 
which we must pass, 

We marched all that day and the second and third nights. 
We stopped in the same kind of a place as we staid in the 
first night. They were buying and selling all along the 
wry, so when we reached Richmond, about ten o’clock the 
fourth night, there was about four hundred and fifty of us, 
footsore, hungry and broken-hearted, 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


We were taken to Lee’s negro trader’s and auction pen, 
which was a very large brick structure, with a high brick 
wall all around it; a very large hall run through the center. 
There was no furniture in it, not even a chair to sit upon” 
In this pen the nanJecuffs were taken off of us for the first 
time since we left home There was possibly three or four 
hundred in there when we arrived. Many found relatives. 
One woman found her husband who had been sold from 
her three or four years ~ But I was not so fortunate as to 
find any of my jeople. 

. The next morning the back door was opened and we went 
‘down to wash There were three or four pamps in the 
yard and long troagus near each. Some one would pump 
these troughs fnll of water an1 we would wasn our face 
aid hands. There were no towels to wipe on, so any 
woman would give us their apron or dress skirt to dry our 
faces with. We then vaited for our breakfast, the cooks 
handed out our tin pans with cabbage or beans and corn 
bread, without knife. fork or spoon. Many having been 
sold before and knowing how they would fare, carried 
such things with them. We sat arounl on the floor an] 
ate our breaxfast, after which we were ozlered into a long 


hall, where we found wire cards, sach a3 are used for wool 
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flax or hemp. We were ordered to comb our hair with 
them. Of course when we started we had on our best 
clothes, which consisted of a pair of hemp pants and cotton 
shirt; most of us were barefooted. The women and some- 
times the men wore red cotton bandanas on their heads. 
Atter our toilet was completed we were ordered into a little 
ten by twelve room; we went in ten or twelve at once. 
There were five or six young ladies in the gang I went in 
with. The traders, forgetting the sacredness of their own 
mothers and sisters, paid no respect to us, but compelled 
éach one of us to undress, so as to be examined, to see if 
we were sound and healthy. I heard Fannie Woods as 
she plead to be exempt from this exposure. They gave 
her to understand that they would have her hit one hun- 
dred lashes if she did not get her clothes off at once. 

After this humiliating ordeal of examination was over 
with, we went into the auction room. This wasa large 
room about forty by sixtv feet with the benches araund 
the sides, where we were permitted to sit until our turn 
came to get on the auction block. The auctioneering be- 
gan about nine o’clock each day and lasted until noon; 
began again at one o’clock and continued until five p. m. 
This was a perpetual business every day in the year, and 
the prices were quoted on the bulletin and in the papers 
the same as our stock and wheat is quoted today. At 
these sales we could find the best people of the South 
buying and selling. 
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I remember when I got on the block, the first bid was 
one hundred and fifty dollars, and went wp to seven hun- 
dred, when the bidding ceased. The negro trader went to 
the auctioueer and told him that I came from the Mada- 
gascar tribe and that my father was an engineer and skill- 
ed mechanic. Then the bidding become brief. I recall 
that the auctiooneer said, right and title guaranteed, as he 
slapped me on the head, then continued by saying he’s 
sound as a silver dollar. I was knocked off ‘at eleven hun- 
dred and fifty dollars. ay 

A poor man in Kast Virginia, named Willian’ Scott, 
bought me, paying four hundred and fifty dollars cash and 
giving a mortgage on his sixty acres of land, his stock and 
everything he owned, including one colored girl. The next 
morning after I was sold they brought a man to the traders 
pen to be whipped. This man would not allow his overseer 
to whip him. He had on him chains that looked like they 
were welded on. They took him upstairs in the big build- 
ing where there were about seven or eight hundred men, 
women and children. They took the irons off of him and 
ordered him to strip himself of all of his clothing. He 
promptly did so. His master said, you had just as well 
done this at home and. you might have gotten off with a 
few hundred lashes. But to their surprise when they told 
him to lie down, he began to knock men down right and 
left, and with his feet’and hands he knocked many down. 


1p ; eat e e087 
Then then picked out ten or twelve strong colgred men, 
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made them run in upon him, though he knocked many of 
them down, they were too many for bim, so they overpow- 
ered him, and with straps fastened him taut upon the floor 
to six strong rings 

Then his master with four or five other men, came up 
to see him whiped, one man with his tally book and a negro 
with his black snake whip and paddle; they brought their 
demijohn of whiskey, each one taking a drink before they 
began their bloody work. They even gave the negro, who 
was compelled to do the whipping, a drink. After they 
were well drunk the whipping began. One man would 
count out until hecounted nine it, then wh the tenth lick 
he would cry tally Wuen the whipping first began the 
slave would not say a word, but after awhile as they cut 
his back all to pieces, he would cry out “pray master,” and 
in this way he plead for mercy, until he grew so weak he 
could not utter a word, They struck him three hundred 
lashes, then washed his back with salt water and paddled 
it in with a leather paddle about the size of a man’s hand, 
with six boles in it. As they paddled him it seemed as a 
dead thud; you could hardly hear him grunt as each lick 
fell upon him. He was whipped from head to foot and 
the floor where he was lying was a pool of blood when the 
brutal work was ended His master congratulated the 
negro whipping master for the way he accomplished his 
part of the work, gave him another big drink of whiskey 
and ordered him to untie the man. 
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They all went down stairs and the other colored people 
who were in the room, put the man’s clothing on him. 


N12 4 : rs 
This was late in the afternoon. The next morning when 
I awoke I saw tke negro men and women kneeling around 


in a circle praying, groaning and crying. I walked up 
and looked to see what the trouble was, and I found the 
man that they had whipped the day before, was stiff in 
death, He was swollen like a horse and his clothing had 
bursted off, A jury of white men came up and helda 
mock inquest. I never heard what the verdict was. The 
colored men came with a made cart, rolled him up ina 
sheet and took him to his last resting place. 

I staid in this trader’s pen three days after my new mas- 
ter bought me, and during this time I saw hundreds of 
mothers separated from their children, I heard the wail of 
many a child for its mother and mother for her child; 
while one buyer had the mother going one way, another 
with the child would be going in an opposite direction. I 
saw husband and wife bidding each other farewell and 
sisters and brothers being separated. There could not 
have been any darker days to them than these; it was with 
them as it wes with job, when he spake in Third Chapter 
of Job, and said: 

‘Let the day perish wherein I was born, and the night 
in which it is sail, there is a man child coneciye, let that 
day be darkness; let not God rezar.1 it from above, neither 


let the light shine upon it. 
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Let darkness and the shadow of death stain it; let a 
cloud dwell upon it, let the blackness of the day terrify it. 
As for that night, let darkness seize upon it; let it not be 
joined onto the days of the year, let it not come into the 
number of the months. Lo, let that night be solitary, let 
no joyful voice come therein. Let them curse it that 
curse the day, who are ready to raise up their mourning. 
Let the stars of the twilight thereof be dark; let it look 
for light, but have none, neither let it see the dawning of 
the day; because it shut not up the doors of my mother’s 
womb, nor hid sorrow from mine eyes.” 

These were the lamentations of the poor slaves, but still 
they prayed for the dawn and light of a better day; like 
Israel, many looked long and eager for freedom, but died 
without ihe sight. Thank God, over three million lived to 
see the sunlight in all its brilliancy and we can now look 
back and say: The Lord has done great things for us, 
whereof we are glad. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


On the fourth morning after I was sold, I got on the 
horse behind my new master. I had a handcuff on my 
right wrist with a chain extending down to my right foot 
and locked around my ankle. We rode until late in the 
afternoon, when we stopped at a hotel, he chained me to 
tue porch and left me until after supper time; then gave’ 
me apiece of bread and meat, aud left me until about ten 
o’clock at night, while he talked. Then he came after me; 
we went up stairs to his room. He chained me to his bed 
post and gave me a quilt to lay on by the side of his bed 
on the floor. 

The next morning we had breakfast by daylight and 
started again on our journey; to my surprise he didn’t 
handcuff me this time. He talked very freely with me, 
told me he had a nice girl and if I acted alright we would 
have a good time, and he would soon buy my mother and 
father, when the poor fellow was not able te buy me; he 
had just finished paying the mortgage which he gave when 
he bought the girl and remortgaged to buy me. About 
nine o’clock the succeeding night we arrived home; when 
quite adistance from the house he called out in a loud 
voice for Fanny to open the gate. As we neared the gate, 
she threw it open. I had ridden until mylimbs would not 
hold me up when I slid off the horse, so I fell prostrate 
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upon the ground, but with the assistance of the girl and 
my master, I was able to get on my feet. 

His residence was a large log building of one room. He 
left me at the door and told me to stay there until he called 
me. Now, it was a custom with my people when a white 
man went on the inside and closed the door, and left a 
black man, woman or child outside, just so sure a black 
ear went to the key hole: I didn’t want to make an excep- 
tion to this rule, so when he went in, my ear went to the 
key hole. After the usual mode of family greeting of a 
man that had been away from home a week or ten days, he 
said: “The one who guesses what I have brought, may 
have it.” The oldest boy said, “A pair of boots. for you 
_ promised me a pair;” the nine-year-old girl said, “A large 
china doll,’ but when the guessing came to the least one, 
a little girl between the age of three and four years, to my 
surprise, she said, ‘“.A nigger,” “Correct,” said my master 
“the nigver’s yours’; “come in here, Bill.’ I went in and 
the formal introduction was next. He said, beginning 
with the bov, “This ig, your master Charles; this is your 
Miss Mary.” but when it came to the youngest girl, he 
said, ‘this is your Miss Alice and you belong to her. Now, 
if you are a good and obedient nigger, when she is grown 
and at her death, she will set you free.” If I had believed 
this story I would have prayel to Gol to kill her then, 
wicke.l as it was.) Thon he gaze m2 an intro lastion to his 


wtfe. As long as I had been with bim he did not intro- 
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duce himself until now He really grew patriotic in intro- 
ducing himself; his face grew red and his voice trembled 
as he said: “I want you to understand that I’m a nigger 
breaker. I hear you came from a family of nes that 
won’t be whipped, but -PH break you or kill you.” Of 
course the poor fellow coulan’t afford to do the latter. He 
then called the girl, who was once a pretty octoroon, but 
now her face was much disfigured, where the mistress had 
stuck the hot tongs to her face, whenever she was over- 
worked and would fall asleep, while she would be carding 
wool at night; you could hardly see the traces of a once 
beautiful girl, now about fourteen years old 

He said, “you two have got a good. home and can be 
happy here together,” jokingly, he said, “I’ll have the 
preacher come over and marry you. SH thought through 
this union—as he had formed i in his mind—that he would 
raise his own slaves. 

After supper the mistress ofdared her to bring in two tin 
pans and two quart cups; in the tin pans she put a little 
gravey and a corn dodger on each and filled the cups with 
skimmed milk—the milk had been skimmed and skimmed 
until there was not an eye of cream to “be seen on it, we 


called it blue John. Fannie and I went into the kitchen. 
She said to me, “don’t eat yet, we'll milk first.” I was 
very hungry, but did as she asked me. We took our milk 
buckets and went, to the. cow pen; there were two cows, so 
we got them, close together. Fannie milked both, for I 
had never before tried to milk. We poured our cup of 
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INSTRUMENT USED IN THE SONG SERVICE OF 
REV. ROBINSON’S MEETINGS, 
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bule John into the milk pail; she milked both our cups 
full and with our hoe cakes of corn bread, we ate our 
supper, drinking warm milk. The mistress often com- 
plained and spoke of selling the cows because they gave 
such poor milk. We would then milk the cows into the 
pail where we had poured our skimmed milk and return it 
to our mistress. We continued this as long as I was there 
which was three or four months. 

My master was overseer for a man on an adjoining farm, 
named Howard, for which he was paid thirty dollars per 
month. He would leave home at three o’clock in the 
morning, giving the girl and me our task over night. He 
would eat his dinner each day in the field with the slaves, 
and return home at about nine or ten o’clock at night. He 
hired the slaves at night, and sometimes in the day he 
would slip them over to work in his crop. I have known 
the slaves many times to work in his field from ten o’clock 
at night until near day-break the next morning; yet he 
never allowed the girl or me to visit the slaves on any 
other farm, or them to visit us. He was the meanest over- 
seer in that section of the country, for he would have a 
whipping bee every Monday morning. 

He had whipping posts on the farm and the slaves were 
tied to this and whipped; you could hear the cries of slaves 
all round from that place. I have heard him laugh and 
tell many times how the slaves would squirm under the 
lash. 

The farm on the other side of us belonged to a man 


48 FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 


named Wilkerson; he had seventy five or a hundred slaves 
and he also was a cruel man. Every day in going for the 
cows I would have to pass his farm. I heard him say to 
one of the rail splitters, “if you don’t have your task of 
rails split tomorrow I will hit you one hundred lashes.” 
The man told him he was doing all he could do and would 
die before he would take a single lick. I made it my bus- 
‘iness the next day to go after the cows about the time for 
him to go out; I saw him and four or five other men; he 
asked the rail splitter if he had his task completed. The 
man answered in the negative; he then ordered him to pull 
off his shirt, which the man did; then tied his pants around 
his waist with his suspenders. The reason the slaves 
would so readily pull off their shirts was, so they could not 
have anything to hold them by, their flesh being moist 
they could not easily hold them. When his master told 
him to cross his hands he began to fight, knocking white 
men down as fast as they could come to him, finally they 
made five or six other rail splitters, working near by, help 
take him. There were saw-logs from five to six feet 
through all round; some of the colored men had caught 
him by the head and hands, while others had hold of his 
feet, and they bent him back over one of the saw-logs while 
he was fighting and cursing. His master seized a maul, 
which the man had been using to split rails and struck 
him across the abdomen; bent over in the position as he 
was the lick sounded like a pop-gun, and the man’s intes- 
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tines ran out, and he died across the log; murdered because 
he could not perform the task imposed upon him. These 
are some of the horrible deeds which have stained the pages 
of American history and will take centuries to obliterate. 

It was a common thing to hear the cries of the slaves all 
around on Monday morning. Some being whipped for 
one thing,some tor another. Some were whipped for 
attending religious services on Sunday; some for going to 
frolics; sometimes a man’s wife was owned by other mas- 
ters, five or six miles away; tuey would slip off after their 
work was done at nights to see them; sometimes they 
would be late returning, so they would be whipped for 
that. There would be a perfect pandemonium around that 
community all the time. 
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CHAPTER X. 


~ IT would often talk to Fanme about running away; she 
would plead with me and beg me not to, because it would 
be so lonesome for her; but there was a constant yearning 
in my soul for that freedom which God intended for all 
human beings. Ultimately, after a careful planning of the 
route to be taken and a survey of the country, so far as I 
had been over, | made up my mind to leave. One mora- 
ing my muster sent me to the field to gataer corn; I car- 
ried a basket and two sacks, and at noon I was’to fill them 
and hitch up the mule cart and bring them home. I got 
the corn ready and sat down in the corn row. 1 realized 
then for the first time that there must be some efficacy in 
‘ prayer. My mother had taught me to get on my knees 
and say my prayers, so far back as I could remember yet 
I never knew the power there was in prayer. but on this 
memorial morning I went down on my kneesin a corn row 
and prayed with that fervent, childlike simplicity for God 
in some way to get back tomy mother or into Canada, 
else let me die and go heaven. While I was thus in prayer 
it seemed that all nature was in sympathy with me, for 
there could not be heard eyen the rustling of the leaves, 
the only thing to break the monotony was the wooing of a 
turtle dove that sat in the branches of a distant tree and 
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seemed to be saying to me, ‘Iam in deep sympathy with 
you” Reasoning came to me as audibly us though come 
one wis speaking to me, suying, **you shall see your 
mother again.” 

I became so much elated over this message, though re 
ceived from un unseen power, that I jumped up and at 
once fully decided what course to take. Immediately I 
proceeded to put my decisions into action, so I emptied 
the corn out of the two sacks and the basket; put the sucks 
in the basket on my arm and left that.corn field with frll 
intentions to go back to Richmond, Virginia. 

It may seem strange to the reader that I would go back 
to this place of human misery; but I had learned from 
older men and wumen, who had been sold to some poor 
man that if’ they would run away and go back to their 
former master and tell him ‘‘that your master was so mean 
that you could not live with him, and for this reason you 
had run away and come back to him,” and nine times out 
of,ten he would accept this piece of deception practiced 
by the siave and compel the poor man to take his money 
back, believing that the negro thought more of him than 
of the man he had sold him to, and for this reason I was 
going back to Richmond, Virginia. 

1 went about seven or eight miles that day through the 
woods, and about dusk 1 came in sight of a cabin in the 
distance. 1 was satisfied this was the home of some old 
mother or father who had outlived the days of their useful- 
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ness and was given a peck of meal each week and cast off 
to fish or hunt for the rest of their living. I was not dis- 
appointed, for I found an old woman eighty years old; it 
was hard to discover until she spoke whether she was 
white or a slave. The first words the old lady said was, 
‘Son, you is ua runaway, aint you?” I told her that I was 
and she told me the overseer haven’t been around yet cause 
dey aint done milking yit, but you takes dis path (as she 
pointed to a path) and follow it till you comes to a log. 
across de creek, with a fish box upon it; you sit there until 
you heir me singing tnis sng, **God has delivered Daniel, 
and why not aeliver me?”? She went into the house, while 
I went to the log mentioned. I sat there for three-quarters 
of an hour; | heard the mk maids while milking singing 
different melodies, then I beard the command of the over: 
seer for them to take the cows to pasture; and in a short 
while I heard the feeble voice of the old mother as it rang 
out on the still balmy air singing: 


He delivered Diniel from the lion’s den, 
Johan from the body of the whale, 
The Hebrew children from the fiery furnace, 
And why not deliver poor me? 
Hold up your head with courage bold, 
And do not be afraid; 
For my Goa de ivered Daniel, 
And He will deliver poor you, 
I started fur the house and met her cu.ning. We went 
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into the cabin where she had prepared supper, and I assure 
youl enjoyed it. The supper consisted of boiled fresh 
fish and ‘‘ash cake.” AslI ate she sat with her hands on 
my head telling me how to get along in the world and 
pointed me to that friend that sticketh closer than a broth- 
er; she repeatedly said, ‘‘if God be for you it was more 


than all the world against you.” She made me a.pallet . 


upon the floor, and I slept there until about three-thirty 
o'clock the next morning, when she awoke ite and gave 
me breakfast of the same diet which I had the night pre- 
vious for supper. She also gave me four or five onions 
and told me upon the peril of my life, not to eat a single 
one of these onions, because they would make me sleepy 
and I would be liable to be caught. But she said negro 
hunters came along there every two or three hours in tne 
day; and I learned for the first time how to decoy the 
blood hounds, for she told me whenever I heard the baying 
of hounds on my trail, to rub the onions on the bottom of 
my feet and run, and after running a certain distance to 
stop and apply the onions again, then when I came to a 
large bushy tree, to rub the trunk as high up as I could 
reach, then climb the tree. 


eB LT 
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CHAPTER XL: 


Abovt four o’clock in the morning, at. the old woman’s 
command, I knelt by her side; she placed her hand upon 
my head and prayed fervently for my safe return to Rich- 
mond ‘and that God would touch Massa Lee’s heart, that he 
might buy me hack from my present owner. When she 
quit praying she told me that I would reach Richmond 
safely. She kissed me good bye, with tender parting 
words. as a mother would her own son, and 1 left with 
directions from her how to reach my intended destination. 
| had not gone far when an opportunity presented itself to 
test the efficacy of the onions, for about nine o’clock thet 
day I heard the baying of the blood hounds in the distance 
behind nie. I rubbed the onions on my feet as directed, 
and ran as fast as I could, the distance of balf a mile, when 

Irepeated the applicatio . IT continued this process for 
about one mile and a half. going across the fiel.!s and 
through the woods dodging the rowds und farms where 
people were at work. [came to a thickly branched oat 
tree inthe woods. IT ruobed onions on the trunk and 
climbed the tree. I could tell when the hounds came to 
the place where [ first pat the onions on my feet, because 
they would: retrice their steps. until finaly their voices 


would die away amt Do heard theta to tmoere that dav. 
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traveled all of that day and that night I slept in a low 
swampy place between two huge logs, on some brush, 
with the two sacks over me, which I took when f left the 
corn field. By daylight the next morning I started on my 
journey, but had not gone many miles when I came in 
sight of a river; I saw that I was not far from a house and 
went close enough to see that a ford was near the house 
where they crossed the river. The white man which had 
charge of the ford lived in the house. Sol knew I could- 
n’t get across the river without taking a boat and that he 
wouldn’t hire me one without word from my master, 
therefore that necessitated my waiting until night, so I 
went back into the woods to wait. 

Isaw some colored men coming across the field and 
went to meet them, and learned through them their mas- 
ter’s name and three or four slaves which ke owned, the 
name of a farmer on the other side of the river, and told 
me to go to the ferryman and tell him that Mr. Howard, 
my master, had sent me to take the basket and two sacks 
to Mr. Owens, who lived on the other side of the river. 
They told me that the ferryman would question me very 
very minutely, but if he asked how long Mr. Howard had 
owned me to tell him he bought me from negro traders 
two weeks before—for traders had crossed there just two 
weeks ago with three or four hundred slaves. They then 
left me and told me to wait until they returnedx I did so, 
but under great suspense because one of the men belonged 


FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 57 


to a tribe of negroes known as the Guinea’s, who would 
divulge any} secret for a little whiskey or wheat bread; 
therefore I; was afraid I would be betrayed. But ina 
short time they returned, relieving me of the great sus- 
pense, and bringing me something to eat, They told me 
[ was in an easy day’s walk of Richmond after I crossed 
the river; told me what to say to Massa Lee when I got 
back, but not to go into Richmond until after dark. He 
prayed an ardent prayer for God’s protection and guiding 
hand to go with me, and bade me good-bye and God 
speed. I went to the ford, called out hello; the harsh 
voice of the ferryman cried out, ‘‘whose thar,” and at the 
same time he was coming towards the river, and I was 
fast rehearsing’in my mind the story i was to tell him. 
When he got near me his first words were, ‘where in the 
hell.are you going this time of night?” I started to tell 
him that Mr. Howard had sent me to Mr. Owens’ to take 
the basket and sacks, but before I could finish telling him, 
he ordered me to pull off my hat; thet he would teach me 
some manners if I came there talking to him with my hat 
on. He then asked how long Mr. Howard had owned me, 
at the same time flashing his lantern in my face, But 
when I told bim he said, ‘‘Yes, I remember seeing you in 
that gang; untie the boat.” He sat down and lit his pipe 
while I pulled the boat over. He commanded me to hurry 
back while he waited, but I went on my wey rejoicing and 


saying, as the little colored boy said who had been accus- 
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tomed to climbing the latler and sleeping in one of his 
mistress’ bel rooms when lis master was not at home, but 
on this memorable night when he got to the bed he found 
old master ws there, so he said. “may I old master, may 
{2 Master said, “may you what you black rascal, you.” 
Sambo as quick as lightning, said, ‘‘May I feed the little 
pigs with the big ones?”’? With an oath his master told 
him yes; for him to get out of there. Sambo was so much 
elated over his success’ that he said, us he started down the 
ladder, ‘‘Wasn’t dat well turned?” The master heazing 
him, inquired, ‘‘what’s that well turned ?”’ 

(Sembo, «ready again with an answer.) He said, ‘‘my 
foot slip ped and I fell twice’ around de ladder and cotched 
myself and didn’t fall yit.” 

After crossing the river that’ night I went but a short 
distance, when I made me a bed in a shock of fudder; the 
next morning before daylight I was on my journey. I 
overtook two other men crossing the fields and going to- 
wards the woods; tkeir very actions told me that they were 
runaways. 1 soon found that my suspicions were correct 
‘and that they were men who had been sold from Richmond 
and were now running away from their masters as I was, 
and trying tu get back to Lee. They had with them 
plenty to eat, so we bad about as good a time that day as 
runaways could have in the woods. Long before dusk we 
could see the statue of George Washington, which. stood 
at Rickmond, Va., with a negro boy chained at its base, 
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and Washington pointing with bis right hand, siyitie, 
“take the negro south.” This yery great mao who, with 
Hancock in 1776, signed the Declaration of Independence, 
and said the colonies were, and ought to be free: loosed 
them from the iron hand of Great Britain; and yet chit 
was the inscription written on his state, which adorned 
the public square of the once Capitol of the Southern Con- 
federacy. 

We hid around until dusk, when we went down toa 
spring and ate our lunch, sl:ked our thirst feom the clear, 
cool water as it bubbled out from the spring, by laying 
flat Gowo and lapping the water. IL happened to be the 
first of the three to get up and to my surprise there stood 
five negro hunters with their guns and revolvers pointing 
towards us; they commanded us to come to them. I can 
best illustrate how we appeared when we found out that 
we had been captured, by a cartoon which | once saw. 
The cartoon represented an old colored man who saw an 
opossum in a tree close to his house; he was so elated over 
the idea. of possum and sweet potatoes for supper that he 
climbed the tree. The possum jumped upon the limb the 
man was on, but it got between him and the trunk of the 
tree; the old man had his saw and began in earnest to saw 
the limb off, thinking of nothing but the possum; he said 
to his boy and dog below, ‘‘look out down dar, cause 
sumphin gwine to drap.” And something did drop, but 
it was the old man himself. Likewise when we three 
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ooked up into the muzzle of the guns and revolvers we 
thought something was going to drop, and sure enough 
something did drop, for we dropped, each one of usin 
handeuffs and we were marched into Richmond. 
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CHAPTER’ XII. 


When we arrived at the negro trader’s pen, Mr. Lee 
happened to be there. He wanted to know of the negro 
hunters where they found us; they told him. Then he 
began to interrogate each of us; I told him that “Massa 
Scott was so mean to me that I could not live with:him, 
sol ran off and came back to you.” The other two:men 
told the same kind of a story; so Mr. Lee ordered the 
negro hunters to unhandcuff us and then if they wanted 
to make money, to go and find negros that are not com- 
ing back to him, They, with their hats in their hands 
the same as the slaves, began to form excuses, when Lee 
ordered them off the premises without any reward, 
Had we not been returning to Mr. Lee they would have 
been entltled to three dollars per head. According to 
the law they were entitled to it at any rate, for we were 
runaways, but they were poor men with low occupations 
and their word didn’t go as far as that of the slaves they 
were driving. One of the men he ordered locked up 
stairs, telling him that he hada good master and if he 
behaved himself he would be treated all right; the man 
begged very hard not to be sent back, but his begging 
was allin vain. This man’s master was wealthy, while 
mine and the other man’s masters were poor men,so he 
kept us and sent the other man back, 
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Mr. Lee told me that the man who had my mother had 
been there twice and wanted to, buy me, and Scott, he 
said, ‘was behind’ anyhow.” I think he meant that his 
second payment was overdue--and he assured me that 
he shouldn’t have me back. Mr, Lee wrote a note and 
sent me to his own house. Mrs, Lee read it, got a cast 
off suit of Mr. Lee’s, the servants in the house soon cut 
them down to my size,and,I put themon. I staid at the 
trader's pen that evening and after that I was privileged 
to stay at the house or pen, as I chose, I thought I was 
almost a free man, for I had on a pair of shoes, ana nice 
suit of clothes anda large brass watch and chain. 

Master Lee told me that a man named Jake Hadley, 
who lived in Greenville, Tennessee, had ny mother, two 
brothers and a sister. He also said Mr, Hadley drove a 
big black horse, so it seems that I thought there was 
only one black horse in all Virginia and that the Jew 
owned him; therefore I met with many disappointments. 
I waited and watched for more than a month for my new 
master to come, during which time I assisted Peter 
around the pen. Peter looked after the slaves, and did 
all the whipping. I cleaned the office and was errand 
boy. Most of my work was about the office. During 
the time I was there I saw thousands of slaves bought 
and sold, I saw one woman who had five children; she 
andtwo children, one a nursing baby anda girl about ° 


eleven years old, were sold to negro traders. while the 
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husband and the other three children were bought by a 
farmer who fliyed somewhere in east Virginia. The 
farmer went with the father and three children to see the 
mother and other two children leave for Mississippi. As 
the boat pulled out from the shore and the husband and 
wife bade eaeh other good bye, the woman with one loud 
scream, made a sudden leap and landed into the water 
deep with her baby clasped in her armsand the little girl 
handcuffed to her. She had perferred death to life, 
separated from her husband and children. They were 
not picked up until the next day. 

I saw another woman whipped seventy-five lashes on_ 
her bare back because she wouldn’t strip her clothing 
any further down than her waist to be examined, They 
took her back the second time, but she foughtthem until . 
they were compelled to leave her alone These last two 
incidents remind me of the pilgrim in the following : 
song: 

I saw a blood washed traveler in garments white as snow, 

While traveling up the highway, where heavenly 

breezes blow; 
_His path was full of trials, but yet his face was bright, 
He shouted as he journeyed, I’m glad the burden’s 
light. 
CHORUS. 

Tnen it’s palms of victory. 

Ciowns of glory, 

Palms of victory, ycu shall wear. 
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I saw him ’mong his neighbors, they mocked his soul’s 
alarm; 

The vilest wretch amongthem could scoff and do no 
harm; 

Forsaken by his kindred and banished from their sight, 

An outcast, yet he shouted, I’m glad the burden’s light, 


I saw him in the conflict, where all around was strife, 
Where wicked men with malice, convened to take his 
life; 
I saw him cast in prison, a dungeon dark as night, 
And there I heard him shonting, I’m glad the burden’s 
light. 
I saw him led from prison, and chained unto the stake, 
I heard him cry triumphant, ’tis all for Jesus sake. 
I saw the fires when kindled, the faggots burning bright, 
He said the yoke is easy, the burden is so light. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


This is now the year of 1860. I was twelve years of 
age and had been a runaway twice in that time, I had 
now been at Lee’s traders’ pen four or five weeks, when 
one day I saw amancoming with a black horse and 
buggy; something from within seemed to whisper to me, 
“this is the man who owns your mother.” My aspira- 
tions ranso high that I went out the back way and 
prayed that this might be him. He came into the office 
of the pen, and after a general conversation with Mr, 
Lee, he asked “if he had heard anything of that boy 
yet.” (I was watching every move and listening to 
every word passed). With a wink of the eye, Mr. Lee 
said,“‘No.” Then he sent me to do something in the rear 
endof the building. I did it very quickly and returned 
to the office again; was very busily engaged with my 
dust brush. Never since I had been there had I found 
so much to be done in the office before, and whenever I 
was sent away I would do my errand as quickly as possi- 
able and return to the office again. 

Finally Mr, Hadley. for it was him, said: ‘Boy, how 
would you like to belong to me and go downto Tennes- 
see to live?” While I was satisfied that he was the man 
who owned my mother, I said, “I wouldn’t like to go 
with you at all, ’cause Massa Lee said the man that had 
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my mother was coming after me” As Ispoke I couldn't 


help from crying, and Mr. Leecould refrain no longer, 
so he said: ‘William, this is Mr, Hadley, the man who 
has your mothet,-and ‘bothers and sisters.” And for 
once I saw that seemingly heartless man, who separated 
thousands of husbands and wives, mothers and children, 
sisters and brothers, touched to the very core, tur he 
drew his handkerchief and wiped his eyes, instead of his 
nose. as he pretended to be doing. 

Mr, Hadley was a very kind, fatherly acting man. He 
| bought mea nice suit of clothes,and gave me money,told 
‘me to buy my mother, brothers and sisters some pres- 
ents. Asa general thing all Jew slave owners were more 
lenient to their slaves than any other nationality, per- 
haps because they had been in bondage themselves. In 
a few days we started for home; we had to stop’ along 
the way in many little towns to attend to business,* So 
that we were nearly four days in making the'trip. ‘These 
were about four of the longest days I’-had ever aoe 
ienced in my life, for I was anxious to meet my mother 
again. I was constantly inquiring “how ‘much’ further 
is it.” -Ono the fourth ‘day"in the afternoon I’ asked* 
“How bong yet before we will reach home?” ‘He Said: 
“ina few ‘days now.” The words had scarcely léft ‘his’ 
lips, when I-saw°coming ‘down the road my mother and’ 
new mistress, Mother came upon the side of the buggy 
my master was on, and almost dragged me out of the 
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buggy across my master, she was rejoiclng and blessing 
‘master for his deeds of kindness. In a’few minutes my 
‘mew mistress came up onthe other side of the buggy; 
‘she pulled me over and to my surprise and for the first 
time in my life,a white woman kissed me, This wasa 
yery new feature to me and naturally embarassed me 
wery much, so much so that I mentioned it many times 
afterwards. ’ I couldn’t understand how it was, I, a slave 
‘and she my mistress as others had been, and they were 
‘so heartless and cruel, and she so kind. But I afterward 
learned that all white people were not mean and cruel, 
for when I arrived home I found my mistress had pre- 
- pared a grand dinner for us and invited in all the slaves, 
My mistress had two children, Samuel and Laura, I 
didn’t call them mistress and master as I had heretofore 
called the white children, but called them each by their 
‘given name. I hada glorious time in that home and 
felt almost as if I was free, My master owned a large 
farm three miles from Greenville, where we lived, But 
during the month of February my master concluded -to 
go to the old country—I think it wason account of the 
agitation of the slave question—he saw the war was 
coming on, so hé decided to take us back to Wilmington 
and leave us there with his wife and childrenon his 
brother’s farm until he returned. Accordingly we all 
packed up and went back to Wilmington, N.C,. my old 
birthplace.. On arriving there we found another broth er 
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and sister, making mother and six children together 
again; father and the other six children we knew noth— 
ing of their whereaoout. Mr, Hadley went away 
but was gone only three weeks, when he returned, saying 
he had not gone any further than Richmond, Virginia. 

He stayed in Wilmington a month, and when he was 
ready to go back homehe asked me and my sister “if we 
didn’t want to stay with his brother awhile longer and 
come home farther on.” We, not having the least sus- 
picion that he had sold us, told him that we would.. So 
they went home, leaving us. After a couple of weeks, 
Mr. Dave Hadley--that was his brother’s name--told us 
that he had bought us, but we would go every two or 
three months to Greenville to see mother. 

It was not more than two weeks from the time I found 
that Massa Dave Hadley had bought me, when Joseph 
Cowens, the son of my old original master, came to Mr. 
Hadley’s; he met me out in the yard and stopped me for 
atalk, He said ‘it was a shame that his father had al- 


lowed my father to be sold away; that he was going to | 


buy us all back and get us together again,” 


With this conversation he naturally won me,so when 


he asked me if I wouldn’t like to belong to him, of 


course I said “yes.” He went into the house and ina 
short time he and Massa Dave came out together, and 


Massa Dave told me “that | now belonged to Jcseph 


| 


Cowens, and that he had bought my two brothers, also, | 
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and in the next two months he was going to buy mother 
and tle other two children,’ But when I got to his 
house and asked for my brothers, he said, “that he had 
hired them out fora year.” I soon found out different- 
ly; he had never bought my brtohers nor had any inten- 
tions of buying them or my mother, either. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 


} am now back in the Cowens family, my original 
master’s son, and brother to Scott Cowens—the man ] 
knocked off of the porch for hitting my mother, and 
who was afterwards drowned. I went to Joseph Cowen’s 
as general servant boy in the house and was treated as 
wellas could be expected from a Cowen; I stayed there 
quite satisfied, thinking that mother and the other child- 
ren would come ina few months, as he had promised 
they would. The last of March we moved out on the 
Summer farm, three miles from town, and I had to drive 
him to town every morning and go for him every even- 
ing; he was a merchant and owned several ships. Now, 
lhada great deal of freedom out on the farm, for I did 
nothing but drive Massa Joseph back and forward to and 
from town, and table wait. SoI was inthe cabins and 
among the slaves the most of my time inthe day, but I 
slept at the “great house’ in Massa Joseph’s room, I 
had become almost a prophet among my people, because 
I would get the news from the white people, and in the 
day would tell it to the slaves in the fields and cabins. 

He ownec another farm five miles from town, and had 
a colored overseer on this farm, and Uncle Tom was the 
meancst Man )ou ever saw In the presence of the white 
folks, He would draw back his whip as though he was 
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going to knock down all around him, but I never knew 
him to strike an old person in my life. 

The leading white men from town would come out two 
or three nights in a week and stay half of the night and 
gamble. I would take the whiskey, glasses and water in 
to them, then Massa Joe would send me off to bed, but 
{ stood many an hour listening to them talk and discuss 
the question of the war and whether it would be advisa- 
able to arm the negroes or not. They finally decided as 
did the Egyptians that if they did arm the negroes when 
the enemy comes the slaves would join in with the 
enemy and fight against them,so they thought it wouldn’t 
be expedient to arm them, . About this time orin Feb- 
ruary 1861, delegates from South ‘Carolina. Alabama, 
Georgia, Louisana and Texas, met at Montgomery, Ala., 
and formed a government called the Confederate States 
of America, Jefferson Davisof Mississippi was chosen 
president. Davis came to Wilmington and wasgiven a 
great ovation and in his speech he appealed very strong- 
ly to the ladies; he asked, “which lady there, was not 
willing to give her husband, sons, brothers or sweet- 
heart,to go upon the battle field and fight for rights.” The 
women became frantic with their cries, “I will give 
mine,” “I wouldn’t marry a man who wouldn't go, etc, 
Then he made another appeal to the ladies, asking 
“whichone of them would like to live to see the day 


when a nigger woman would be on equality with them?” 
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At this point they grew raving mad, and cried, “they 
never wanted to see that day.” Jeff said he would wade 
in blood to his saddle skirts. 

About this time the laws were very strict on the slave 
and they were not allowed a passto goto any public 
gathering of any kind. Men who belonged to one man 
and his wife was owned by another, and had been given a 
pass evcry Saturday night to go to see her, were now 
only permitted to go once a month. But the slaves 
would slip off to church and frolics and the patrollers 
were continually after them, but the slaves would play 
all kinds of tricks Gn them. I remember at one time 
while at a prayer meeting in an old deserted cabin on 
the back part ofa farm, the slaves were singing and 
praying, but had several stationed all arond the house 
watching. They saw the patrollers coming and notified 
those in the house, and to my suprise five or six men had 
shovels and each man got a shovel full of hot embers out 
of the fireplace and stood at the door and windows. 
They continued to sing and pray until the patrollers got 
to the door and ordered it opened One man snatched 
the door opon while the others threw the fire all over 
them; when the patrollers recovered consciousness the 
slaves were all gone. 

At another time I went to a dance in the woods; the 
music consisted of tambourine, banjo and bones, but 
before the dance begun they tied grapevines across the 
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road, just high enough to catch a manriding horse back, 
across the face or neck When they heard the patroll- 
ers coming they rananrd4 the patrollers right after them; 
many of them were crippled, but not a slave hurt or 
caught. So you see there were some negro tricks as 
well as Yankee tricks. 

The slaves would have to devise many schemes in 
order to serve God. Of course they had church once or 
twice a month, but some white man would do the preach- 
ing and his text would always be, ‘Servants obey your 
masters,” But this was not what our people wanted to 
hear,so they would congregate atter the white people 
had retired, When you would see them with their cook- 
ing utensils, pots and kettles, go into a swamp and put 
the pots and kettles on the fence with the mouth turned 
toward the worshippers. Then they would sing and 
pray; the kittles catching the sound, Ana inthis way 
they were not detected. I did not learn until just before 
the war, why they carried the vessels with them to 
worship. 

In order to notify the slaves on other farms when 
there was going to bea meeting they would sing this 
song, and the slaves would understand what it meant, 
white people would think they were only singing tor 
amusement: 

Get )ou ready, there’s a meeting here tonight. Matt, 


Zi, 
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Get you ready, there’s a meeting here tonight, 
Come along there's a meeting here tonight, 

I know you by your daily walk, 

There’s a meeting here tonight. 


Oh, hallelujah, to the lamb, 
There’s a meeting here tonight, 
For the Lord is on the given hand, 
There's a meeting here tonight. 


If ever I reach the mountain top,. 

Pll praise my Lord and never stop, 

Get you ready, there’s a meeting here tonight. 
Go down to the river when you you're ready, 


And there you'll get your full supply, 
Get ready, there’s a meeting here tonight. 


. You may hinder me here, 


But you cannot there, 

God sits in heaven 

And he answers prayer. 
There’s a meeting here tonight. 


They would carry with them iron lamps, with a greasy 


rag for a wick, and they would attach a sharp spike to 
the lamp so asto stickitin atree. In ‘this way they 
would light up the swamp, while they held their meetings, 


Consistent family worship of slave holders. The 


slave holders morning service. Air— any long metre, 
‘ 5 Qk Aa 


Wol 
‘ ] 
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Come let us join our God to praise, 
Who lengthens out our fleeting days. 
The shades of one more night has passed 

Which has to many been the last 


And thus, Kind Providence, it seems, 
Has kept us through our midnight dreams. 
Our dogs have guarded well! the door | 
And Lord, what could we ask Thee more? 


Thy promise, Lord has been our stay; 
Not e’en a slave has run away. 

While scores have left on every: side 
To seek Lake Erie’s doleful tide. 


O! grant us, Lord, a great display 
Of Thy rich mercies through this day, 
May we in strength, our work pursue 
And love Thee as slave- holders do!” 
Let us unite in Prayer: } . 
Supremely great and worthy of all adoration, Art Thou 
O Lord, our heavenly Father. The cattle upon a thou- 
sand hills, and the Negroes in a thousand fields are thine, 
We thank thee Lord for the manifold blessing 
with which thou art supplying us, thine humble and obed- 
ient servants, notwithstanding our merits deserve them 
all, for thou hast said the righteous shall enjoy the good 
of the land. Now Lord, we have not much time to pray 
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for thou see’st how those devilish slaves are squandering 
away their time. Lord revive thy work in our midst. 
Grant us ail a large increase of slaves for the traders this 
fall; that we may obtain the means through thy well di- 
tected providence to rear thee a,magnificent temple in 
which thou wilt love to dwell and where thou wilt love 
to pour out thy spirit upon thy Zion. O! Lord God 
when we go into the fields among those ignorant, hard 
headed creatures, (over whom thou nast made us to rule) 
may thy glory so shine tn our countenances, that one of 
us shall subdue a thousand and to bind ten thousand up- 
on the racks from the ungovernable malice of enraged 
Negrves. Deliver us from the influence of a guilty con- 
science; deliever us from the abolition creeds, and from 
the slanderous tongues of enthusiastic politicians. De- 
liver us fiom insurrections and perplexity of minds, good 
Lord; deliver us, Give us‘and our doys our daily bread 
and our Negroes their full pecks of parched corn or cot- 
ton seeds per week. Strengthen the horse and his rider, 
and make the limbs of the fugitive weak. Confouud the 
cunning schemes of anti-slavery men. Bless the govern- 
tent which thou didst redeem from the British yoke of 
oppfession and didst wash and make clean by the prec- 
ious blood of the heroes of ‘76. Bless the star spangled 
banner, which floats over the land of the free andthe 
home ot the brave, May her stars increase in number 
and brightness and eagle’s wings be extended o’er all the 
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virgin soil of our continent until his beak shall pick the 
fugitive from his lurking places in the cold regions of 
British America, while his tail shall overshadow the slaves 
in Ucatan. And may hts pinions cast their pleasant 
shade over all the free born'sons of America from Provi- 
dence toe Monterey, while -he shall bear in his mighty 
talons, for ages tc come, four millions of ignorant slaves 
with all their poktedtty. Hear us, good Lord, and ac- 
cording to thy manifold mercies, bless and sanctify ‘us. 
Give us more than‘we are able to ask for at this time and 
in the end save all the white people who have supported 
thy holy institutions and performed thy will, through 
Jesus Christ our redeemer, Amen.” 

Consistent family worship of slave-holders. The slave 
holders’ hymn‘to be sung at evening prayers. (Short 
Metre.) 

“A charge to Keep I have 
A Negro to maintain. 
Help me, O Lore, whilst here I live, 
To keep him bound in chain. 
We thank thee, Lord for grace 
That’s brought us safe this far, 
-} ‘While mafly of our dying race 
‘© » Were’summoned to thy bar. 
No Negroes’ haye T lost— 
' Not one has run away, 
I have been faithful to my trust 
Through this another day. 
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Lord we cannot lie down 
Till we implore thy grace, 

For if we doa mighty frown 
Will cover o’er thy face. 

Draw nigh, just now, O Lord 
And listen while we pray, , 

And each petition--every word. 

Pray ANSWER AND OBEY. 

A consistant slave-holder’s sermon, copied from Im- 
agination’s parchment roll, where this and many other. 
things have been on ‘perpetual record from childhood. 
Fiction as it is and as ridiculous as it may appear I defy 
any minister who preaches to the slaves in the south, 
white or black, to preach any better doctrines and haye | 
his preaching harmonize with the institution of slavery. 
The whole sentiment is consistant with slavery and the 
old experienced southerner will here read many things 
in this discourse, which he heard before. This is preached 
more generally on the Sabbath previous to the usual 
holiday days by the “Rt. Rev. Bishop Policy,’ 

‘Well darkies, 1 am happy to see so many shining eyes 
and greasy faces today,it speakes two great truths,first that 
you are all awake to your own welfare; and secondly that 
your masters treated you well and give you meat, you 
have come out today to hear the word of God. I hope 


you will pay strict attention to what is said and treasure 
it up in good and honest hearts. My text is not just 
taken imediately out ofthe Bible, that is, not our Bible 
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but yours. We all respect your Bible more than we do 
the/white man’s Bible, or otherwise the word of God for 
your Bible you can obey But ours you cannot. The 
text is recorded in the laws of Maryland, A. D, 1715, 
Chapter 44; Section 22. All negroes and other slaves 
already imported or hereafter to be imported into this 
province, and all children born, or hereafter to be born 
of such negrwes and slaves, shall be slaves during their 
natural lives. In the first place I shall show God’s _wis- 
dom display ed in the system of slavery. Second the 
Master’s great responsibility. Third and last, the con- 
sequence of disobedience. God’s wisdom is displayed in 
the system of slavery. The text declares positively that 
you shall all be slaves during your natural lives. What a 
great blessing God has brought to you, my colored friends 
through the economy of his divine grace. Greater blessing 
never were conferred on mortals, From the birth of Adam 
until the present day we are taught in our Bible that God 
wrought miracles upon{the Egyptians—brought the chil 
dren of Israel over the Red Sei—preserved them{in the 
wilderness in safety. But by and by they entered into 
the land of Canaan a land of freedom, and immediate- 
ly they began to have troubles and discord. But you, 


my colored friends, have been prepared with a perpetual 
home, through life. You are as trees planted by the rivers 
of waters, whose branc’ fail not.. O that you might 
praise the Lord fo~ 5 goodness and for His wonderful 
works toward ) uu black people. 


tO! 
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Again God’s wisdom is displayed in the institution of 
slavery, in its great plan of perpetuating the negro race 
“The white man, the masterpiece of God's creation,” 
when tracing nature through various windings, while the 
good Samaritans were seeking upon the face of God’s 
earth for objects of pity and compassion, somehow very 
mystertouisly they were wafted by the kind breezes of 
heavenito the burning shores of Africa. There they found 
the sooty tribes of that hot climate very much degraded. 
At first they scarcely knew what to call them, they so 
tmuch resembled the Orang—Outang, as to cause a great 
controversy among God’s people Finally they were 
seen to bow with reverence and adore an image of their 
wn hands’ making. Again they were seen warring with 
each other—slaying and eating each:.,other, and sacrific- 
ing each other by thousands to their deities. 

This disposition was so much like that of the low class 
of whites, that they felt the spirit of pity and compassion 
move tow ards those poor God forsaken creatures. And 
a plan was immediately fallen upon for their protection 
and elevation. They were’ immediately taken on board 
ships and kindly treated and safely brought to America 
where they were putin the care of kind men who pro- 
vided for them, clothed and fed them, and comforted 
them in sickness and in health. And here you have Feen 
until the present day, Now you can see what God has 
done for you in instituting this system of slavery. You 
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were found an ignorant set, no top on your heads—and 
it is doubtful whetker you fad any soul--more than the 
apes which played around you. But through the econ. 
omy of God’s grace you have been transplanted uponr 
American.soil, and through much toil, on the part of the 
white man, you are becoming quite intelligent. The 
white man through amalgamaton, has not only imparted 
to you, his straight hair, high nose, blue eyes, thin lips, 
and perfect form, but it is to be hoped that you havea 
soul much resembling his, which will by his care and at- 
tention, and your obedience to his precepts, stand a 
great chance tobe admitted upon the ground floor of 
God’s glorious temple in heaven—this is better thana 
thousand lives in Africa, and who would despise his 
chains which are but for a moment, and then passeth 
away—for the blessing which flows out of the system of 
slavery. The text declares that you shall be slaves your 
natural lives, which muy signifv that it is your nature to 
be slaves. Thatis, that you are created to be servants of 
the white man, and all the children to be born of you are 
to be slaves. Yes, Susan, that little blue-eyed boy which 
you are now trotting upon your knee—that express im- 
age of his young master, Thomas, is to be a _ slave, and 
should you ever see the least disposition of his young 
master, exciting his aspirations to freedom, you must 
crush that disposition i mediately, and repeat to him 


the languages of tlc vext. 
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Again God’s wisdom is displayed in making you~ with 
strong constitutions. See what large, robust, fat, greasy 
looking fellows youall are. See what clear, white teeth 
you have. Just look at me. See what a puny, slender, 
delicate, pale looking creature } am, my teeth all decay - 
ed. I could not crack parched corn and cotton seeds 
and get fat like youall do. IfI should take a hoe or 
pitchfork in my hands they” would be soiled, and if I 
should work an hour they would be blistered so badly 
that I could not correct a slave again fora month. Just 
took at my hand now. The other day I took hold ofa 
rough cowhide without my gloves on and gave a’ young 
impudent wench, who told my wife, something, forty 
lashes and it raised this great blister you see. I never 
was made to work, Look at those great, broad-sided, 
good, healthy looking wenches sitting by for me. What 
arms they have. Any of them can‘ work from day ‘light 
until dark, in the field, when the sun is so hot that the 
overseer has to ride under an umbrella, and your mis- 
tress would almost faint just walking out in the garden. 
Thus, you can plainly see that God has not made the 
white men to work. He is only to‘think, plead law, 
make laws, preach, pray, and carry the gospel to the 
heathens, and superintend God’s works, while the blacks 
were made to do the hard and dirty work, For this they 
had constitutions peculiarly adapted. But again; God’s 
wisdom is further displayed in the economy of slavery. 
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By creating you void of natural affections, as regards fam- 
ily sociability and materna! and parental love for your 
husbands, wives, and,children. Therefore out consciences 
are void of offense toward-God or you Negroes when I 
separate you husbands from your wives and children, for 
it is for the purpose of rearing up: fine temples’ for the ° 
glory of God and nis kingdom, node toy? ae ae 
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CHAPTER XV. 


THE SORROW: OF PARTING. 
—CHILD— 


O, tell me papa, when mother dies, 
Will she came home again? ~ 
Or will we meet above the skies, 
Where Christ the Savior reigns? 
Would you not like to die to night, 
If mother, too, would die? 
And with sweet angels dressed in white, 
Meet her above the skies? 


—~FATHER—- 
O, yes, my child, my life is dear, 
And you I love full well; 
But I no longer can tarry here, 
I soon will bid this world farewell, 
I cannot live, my heart is broke, 
My grief is more than I can Fear; 
This very strap and that great oak, 
Will end my life in deep despair. 


Early Friday morning, April 12, 1861, I drove my 
master to Wilmington; onthe way we stopped and took 
in another man, As we neared Wilmington we could 
hear the booming of cannons, for the rebels had fired up- 
on Ft. Sumter and we could hear the echo of the guns as 
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it came down Cape Fear river and was borne out on the 
broad bosom of the Atlantic. My master slapped his 
hands together and with an oath, said “its come.” Both 
of them grew deathly pale, and:looked at each other as 
though they were surprised. My master hastily wrote 
ashrot note, sealed it, gave it to me with direc- 
tions to hurry home and cautioned me very particularly 
not to stop until I reached home and delivered the note 
to his wife. 

I saw that every white manin Wilmington was greatly 
agitated and wore a look of anxiety. In a moment ev- 
erything that had been told me byi-the Yankee soldiers, 
and by the underground railroad’-men, flashed in my 
anind; for many of them had told me that I would some 
day be free, and we looked forward to that heey with great 
expectations. a 

I drove as fast as I could to the five mile ‘farm, which 
was in charge of the colored overseer. Uncle Tom could 
read and write, and I wanted to.know what was in the 
note. Ihad many times slipped him the newspapers 
from the house and carried them back early the next 
morning before master called for them, and he taught 
me to listen caretully to every conversation held between 
‘the white people. When I droye up to the fence, where 
fifty or sixty men and women worked in the field. I could 
hear them singing and shouting for they, too, had heard 
the booming of the cannon and Uncle Tom had told them 
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that that was a token of liberty. But when they saw the 
old ‘‘carry-all” drive up, they each. one ran to: their work; 
the overseer came to.the carriage supposing master want- 
ed to see him, but to his surprise master was. not there. 
He called the slaves around, had me to explain how mas- 
ter acted at the:sound of the. guns, then he made a speech 
to. them, telling.them to pray as they had never prayed 
before. I. gave him the note I had for. mistress; he look- 
ed.at the envelope, studied for a moment, rubbed his 
head and then thoroughly wet the seal; he opened the 
letter and:readit. The letter read as follows:- 

“We have fired on Fort Sumter. I may possibly be 
called away to. help whip the Yankees; may be gone 
three days, but. not longer than. that. You write. notes 
and,send William to Sawyers, [that is the overseer on 
the farm where we live] and tell him to keepavery close 
watch on the negroes and see that there’s no private talk 
amongthem.. Have Martin, the overseer’s. son.to aid 
you and if Elliott, or Fuller, comes on the place, give 
them no opportunity to talk with the negroes, las! 

-Your.:husband, 0 
Y vhreu .2 Las Jor CoweEns.”:) 


After reading the note Uncle- Tom told’ me.to drive 
back.and go around by the. Saulsbury- road. -This: took 
me near two miles out of the way, but ‘in, the middle of 
this road was-a large mud. puddle. _ He told me-to drive 


in there, very fast, then-get out-and: wade. in the water, 
\ ; be Py aa ‘ 
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get the envelope wet and muddy. He showed me how 
.to smear it over. with my fingers. so she would not de- 
tect that ithad- been opened. Mr. Fuller was tn the 
house, having come to sce master. on business, so when 
mistress heard the carriage coming, she came to the big 
gate to meet it, thinking master was’ returning, and left 
-Mr,: Fuller in the house:. When I saw hercoming made 
some crocodile tears: by wettirg my fingers with saliva. 
As sgon as she detected,that master was not in the bug- 
gy andas soon: as’ I: stopped, she came rushing to the 
buggy and found me shedding tears as fast. as I could 
and she in a very tender tone,.with her hand upon my 
head, asked me what was the matter. At this I complete- 
ly broke down aud cried aloud, at the same. time. finger- 
ing in my pocket for the envelope and telling’ my sad 
story, between sobs, of how I had dropped it in the mud 
hole. Sheeagerly grasped it and tore it open, not no- 
ticingithat it-had ever. been opened before and patting 
‘me on the head, she said, ‘hush, mistress'can read it.’’ 
That instantly healed'my pretended broken heart and 
‘dried up my manufactured tears, 
She started to the‘housé, forgetting she’! had not cau- 
tioned me, so she came back and-told me ‘that Mr. Full- 
-er:was in the house and for- me’ not to mention anything 
to him or any one’on the place, concerning the cannon 
firing.” She then'wrote a note and gave it to me to take 
-to Mr. Sawyer. She'dropped the envelope and was glad 
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when she got out of sight. I picked it up. I took the 
note to Mr. Sawyer and in a short time he was at the 
house in close consultation with her. Then he went after 
his son Martin, and they both went over to the five mile 
‘farm where Uncle Tom was overseer. She wrote anoth-— 
‘er note to Mr. Bailey, a poor white man living about a 
‘mile from our farm, and he came at once and took charge 
of our farm. He was once overseer on our place, but 
was so cruel that massa discharged him. So now he serv- 
ed as an extra two or three days at a time for the differ— 
ent overseers in‘the' community, for which he received 
seventy-five cents per day, and what he could get the 
slaves to steal for him, for withstanding their inhumanity 
to the slaves, they kept up a constant trade with them. 
They stole their master’s corn, wheat, chickens or hogs, 


etc., and carried it to the overseer, for which he would 
a little flour and occassionally a dime or two, and very 


often:when he was about to whip them he would let them 
off by them promising to bring him some meat or chic— 
ens. Master came home that night and after supper five 
or six of the leading men from Wilmington came. After 
I brought in the Gemijohn, glasses and water, master told 
me that: I could go to bed, because he would want me to 
go away with him early the next day. But instead of 
going to bed I pulled off my shoes, tip-toed down stairs 
and peeped through the keyhole, and not making an ex- 
ception to the rule, my ear did its share of listening, 


e ‘ 
FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 89 


They got into a hot discussion and I heard one of them 
say. “if the Yankee whipped, every negro would be free.” 
I became satisfied that the negro was the bone of con- 
tention and that the light of liberty was prubably about 
to dawn, so I went to bed. 

On the morning of April 15th, 1861, I left home with 
my master to goto the war and whip the Yankees in 
three days; I carried a club for the first three days to 
knock off Yankees, horns with, for my master, told me 
that they had horns. We were gone more than three 
months; we didn’t whip them, but were gaining a victory 
in every battle that was fought and this was encouraging | 
to the rebels. You could hear the southern ladies sing- 
ing*Old Lincoln and his hireling troops would never 
whipthe South.” Wereturned home on a week’s fur- 
lough, then returned to be gone six months, but before 
the expiration of the six months, my master was killed 
by ashell bursting at’ Greenville, Tennessee, near the 
place where John Morgan was killed. 
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“KEEPING THE CHARGE | OF THE LORD. no 
A charge to keep I have, i . =e) $s 
A God to glorify; “4 é 
“A never'dying soul to save, 
’ }» And fituit for the sky; EBS 
“To serve the present age, © Re as 
Be he a ‘My calling to fulfill2sod bat 902° 
ri ->  Omay it all my powers engage, :2:!? 
To.do my Master’s. will! ‘ 
Arm me with jealous care,’ ~ »...1 91!° 
, As in thy sight tolive;) >i.) biO* 
And O, thy servant, Lord, prepare, 
A strict account to give! 


Help me to watch and pray, 
And on thyself rely, 

Assur’d if I my trust betray, _ 
I shall for ever die, 


{ed = 


The Exaltation of Christ. Text, Phillippians, 2nd, 9, 
10, II. 

-“Wherefore Godalso hath highly exalted Him, and 
given Him a name whichis above every name, that at 
the name of Jesus every knee should bow, of things in 
heaven and things under the earth, and that every ton- 
gue should confess that Jesus Christ is Lord to the Glory 
of God the Father, 


“4 _FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT, | oat 4g Ql 


j The text represents Christ as the most t exalted being i in 
existehcé. The cause which moved the pen of inspira- 
tion to this divine utterance grew out of a consideration 
of the degraded and relapsed condition of the church: ‘at 
Phillipi. a famous city of the province of Macédonia, “sit- 
uated on the great highway between ONS Se and’ Anoapo- 
lis: meh 
° It was founded possibly by the decendents of Japhet, 
through the line ot Gomer. Phillipi, the king of the 
proVince, remodled it arid gave it its present name, after 
which it became the metroplis of Western Asia: It was 
also noted for the products of gold, silver, etc., in whose 
minés mef were engaged in great numbers, thousands of 
feet bérieath the surface. This lucrative traffic brought 
to Phillipi strangers from every nation, hence the city be- 
came the central point of scholastic lore and the strong 
hold of Grecian mythology. Paul had visited this em- 
pire of Paganism, A, D. 52, and organized the church, anc 
preached Christ unto them, etc. 

® Date and occasion of thé Epistle tothe Phillipians, A. 
D., 62. Paul found himself a prisoner at Rome, where 
he had been sent from CaeSarea for trial in the Roman 
court: Thechurch at Phillipion learning of his impris- 
onment raised a collection for him and sent it by Epap- 
hroditus, their ministér, who on his arrival at Rome call- 
ed at the jail where he-found the object of his mission 
with a chain around his wrist and ankle, and hard at work 
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on a tent, for he was a tent maker by trade. The preach- 
er from Phillip), informed Pawl of the relapsed and de- 
generated condition of his church inthe Polluted city of 
Phillipi, amd this information gave rise to the epistle to 
the Phillipians. .Object of the epistle was, first, to en- 
courage and confirm the faith of the church in-Christ 
Jesus. Second, to caution it against idclatory and heath- 
en mythology. Third, he warns them to shun Judaizing 
teachers, and fourth, he sets forth the .Divinity of Christ 
and the exalted position'of His dual ‘nature, the last of 
which 3s the theme of cur discourse,’ “The exaltation of 
the Humanity of Christ. 

May we not pause a moment, and with unshod feet ap- 
proach the holy ground of this sacred mystery and inquire 
into this sublime and peerless act of exaltation of hu- 
manity?’ On the last day of creation man was left as the 
foot of the ladder of the intelligent beinzs, just a little 
lower than the angels, but the language of the text 
through the hyposative union clothes him with divinity, 
lifts him far above all creatures, and makes him a life 


member of the triune God Head, hence the union of the 


divine and human natures stand without a parallel in the 


annajs of events. For this mysterious act, the invisible 


curtains of divinity were drawn back and the human soul | 


thrown upon the disecting table of infinite wisdom. The | 


ninity of diys step behind the screea of his incompre- : 


hensibteness, stoops and absolves himself into the spirit- 
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ual and carnal elements of the finite passes under the 
fierce rod of chastisement, enters Joseph’s tomb, binds 
the king of terrors to his chariot wheel and leads to cap- 
tivity the captive, and gave gifts unto men by removing 
Eden to Paradise, and the renewal of the moral image of 
God in the soul by the indwelling of the Holy Spirit. - 
Hossanna to our conquering King. 
All hail Incarnate Love, 
Ten thousend songs and glories wait 
To crown thy head above. 
' Thy victories and thy deathless flame 
Through all the world shall run, 
And everlasting ages sing 
The triumphs thou hast won, 

For through the incarnation man and God are brought 
face to face; by the death and resurrection they are made 
friends, and man is placed in a position where he can 
leap from the eventful stage immorality to the drama of 
the immortal, where he can stand in the olazing light of 
the throne and see Jesus, the second Adam, clothed in 
divine majesty and ruling the world. Wherefore God al- 
so hath highly exalted him and given him a name which 
is above every name, that: at the name of Jesus every 
knee should bow, of things in heaven, and things in earth 
and thmgs under the earth, and that every tongue should 

‘confess that Jesus Christ is Lord to the glory.of- God the 
Father. Things in heaven. Where is heaven, and what 
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are the things referred to in the text? The poet answers | 
the first in the following lines: 6 
“There is a land far away amid the stars 
Where they know not the sorrow of time, © 
Where the pure waters wander through valleys of 
gold, | | 
And life is a treasure sublime.” | 
Our gaze cannot soar to that beautiful land | | 
But our visions have told of its bliss, Fa Pe 
And our souls by the gates of its gardens are fanned, _ 
When we faint in the desert of this, 


The diadactive import of the above delineation directs 
the eyes of the soul at once to the center of the universe 
the sensorine of the Godhead, the home of the angels; a 
city with blazing walls, and towering spires, shining 
domes and pearly gates, and whose streets are paved with 
gold, upon which the feet of the redeemed walk, and 
where cherbuimic legions dance upon a sea of glass.alll 
mingled with fire, and phalanx of seraphim bask-in the 
golden sunlight of the city of God. These are the things 
which are in heaven, and they have been described and 
classified by Dr. Bright as follows: First, the seraphim 
whose duty it is to give glory to God as creator of all 
things by acknowledging his triune character by crying, 
Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God of hosts, the whole earth is 
full of thy glory.. Second, the cherubim They form 


FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 95 


the highest order of intelligent creatures and stand in an 
especial nearness to God, and are engaged in the loftiest 
adoration and are associated with the mercy seat. Third: 
This is a superior order of angels, who under the com- 
mand of Gabriel, stand as connecting links between God 
as creator and Jesus Christ as mediator between God and 
man. Fourth: The fourth is under Micheal, the angel- 
lissison of heavens. Warriors who fought the dragon 
and threw him over the battlement of heaven, down nine 
times the space that measures day and night to mortal 
men. The fifth order are under the supervision of Uriel 
They compose the fire department and excute vengeance 
upon the earth by hurling forth sheeted flames of red 
tongued ligntning and hot thunder bolts and belching out 
liquid and..sulphurious flames from burning craters. The 
sixth order is commanded by the angel Raphael. They 
are the health officers of the world, The seventh and 
Jast, is composec of the glorified saints of all ages. The 
general assembly aud chirch of the first born, which are 
written in heaven, and the spirits of just men made per- 
fect’ All the above are the things which are in heaven, 
and they are the ones who are commanded in the text to 
bow at the name of Jesus, for we read in the gospel of 
peace that when the incarnate feet of the imaculate touch- 
ed the Bethlehemic manger, ‘‘chan‘inglegates from glory 
came to proclaim the S.vior’s name, the sound was heard 
upon Bethlehem’'s plune that God and man were recon- 
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ciled again.’ [ Things in earth.} ‘In surveying the gieat 
system of nature with a christian and philosophic eye.” 
says the learned Dr. Dick, “it may be considered froin a 
different point of view.” Hence, in explaining this part 
of the text, we shall start from» a scientific point by no- 
ticing first the surface of the earth, second the atmos- 
phere. Fhe student of science is confronted upon the 
threshold of his observation with countless phenomena, 
all dissimilar one from another, yet controlled by laws of 
the survival of the fittiest, The surface of the earth con- 
tains a multiplicity of objects.all dissimilar in shape, size, 
color, motion and substance; craggy cliffs and towering 
mountains, yerdant hills arrayed with clumps of trees 
and beds of flowers, broad and spacious plains dotted 
with cities towns, and hamlets, waving fields of grain, 
blooming vineyards, meandering riplets, flowing streams, 
roaring cataracts and belching volcanoes, bubbling springs 
stagnated ponds, spacious lakes and rolling rivers. But 
let me lengthen the horoscope of imagination a little 
Go see the outlines of a picture whose phenominal back- 
ground is far more sublime than the one whose negativ. 
lingers in the mental camera of the vision. See the erect 
form of him who is made in the image of his creator, and 
around him are gathered the rational and intelligent 
children of his flesh and blood, beneath whose shadow 
fifty thousand animal species are leaping and careering, 
They are all sizes, from the mite to the elephant, from 
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the ‘creatures of which, if ten thousand of them were wn- 
ated they would net ferm an object’one half the size of a 
grain of sand; vet all of these animals have organs, joints 
dimbs, feet, claws, heofs, wings, fins; some flying, some 
€rawling, some rolling, snd some walking on two feet, 
some on feur, some on eight and some on eight thousand. 
Some with two eyes, some with ten thousand, These are 
some of the things in the earth. Now the Chief. Hence, 
after he fell the whole oreation groaned and travailled in 
pain together uatil Calvary’s bleeding conqueror bursted 
the seals of Joseph’s new toms and sent upa shout of 
victory from the church militant to the church trium- 


phant. 


Look ye saints, the light is glorious, 
See the man of sorrows now, 

from the fight returns victc, ious 
Every knee to him shall bow, 

Hark! those loud, triumpant chords! 
Jesus takes the highest station, 

O what joy the sight affords. 


The atmosphere is teeming wit) rational spirits, sent 
from God tolook after the souls of men, The air we 
breath swarms with legions of invisible insects, every 
drop of water abounds with millions of living beings. 
The blood is a living stream of insects, crawling and 
crawling and flowing through the trunk of the animal 


98 FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. oy 


kingdom, and for aught we know these insects are the 
underlyiing principles of our intelligence for they work 
on and on from birth until death as though they were 
conscious of what they were doing, Hence, these and 
the Spirits in the air are called upon to bow at the name 
of Jesus. 


Ty 7 
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CHAPTER XVII 

At first the northern people were chagrinéd and dis 
heartened, . Then came a renewed determination, They 
saw the real character of the war, and no longer dreamed 
that the South could: be subdued by a mere display of 
military force.. They were to fight a brave people— 
Americans, who were to be conquered only by a des: 
perate struggle. During the first year of the war the Con: 
-federates had captured the large arsenals at Harper’s 
Ferry, near Norfolk. They had been successful in the 
two great battles of the year—Bull Run and Wilson’s 
Creek; alsoin the minor engagements at Big Bethel, 
Carthage, Lexington, Belmont, and Ball’s Bluff. The 
Federals had saved Fort Pickens and Fort Monroe, and 
captured the forts at Hatteras Inlet and Port Royal. 
They had gained the victories of Phillippi, Rich Mount- 
ain, Boonville; Carrick’s Ford, Cheat Mountain, Carnifex 
Ferry and Dranesville. They had saved the Union, Mis- 
souri, Maryland,. and West Virginia. Principally, how- 
ever, they had thrown the whole South into a state of 
siege—the armies on the North and the West by land, 
and the navy in the East by sea maintaing a vigilant 
blockade. 
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After the death of my master I remained as cook for 
the company until November, 1863, when at Blue Springs 
Tennessee, Generals Thomas and Burnsnie routed Hood 
and Forrest, after a short contest; amd in the retreat I, 
with many others, was captured. J was with the cook’s 
brigade. There were about fifty of us, and each one was 
riding one of those long eared fellows, that lean against 
the fence and say, ‘*} have no one to love me,’, 

In the retreat we had quite a deep ditch or gully to 
cross; my animal was heavily loaded with camp kettles, 
tin pans and kitchen utensils in general, When the cav. 
alry got to this ditch they commanded their horses to 
mount, and the horses leaped over, but I suspect in the 
excitement I forgot to give the necessary commands, for 
my long eared friend’s fore feet reached the other shore 
safely, but his hind feet fell short of the mark and down 
in the ditch we went; such a scramble you never saw, 
But I found that there were many rebel soldiers in there, 
who were tired of the Yankee lead and wanted to be cap- 
tured. I was scuffling to get out but they told me to lie 
still, and in a few moments Yankee soldiers—both caval- 
ry and infantry, seemed to have popped up out of the 
earth; while some pursued the fleeting rebeis, others took 
charge of us to the general’s headquarters. The Rebels 
were sent to the prison and the cooks and colored ser- 
vants, that had been captured, were next brought before 
Genera Tholmas and disposed of, 1 was last man in 
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the line and when I came before the general, his first 
word to me was, “You're a fine looking fellow, here we 
are fighting to free you and you are here dressed up ina 
suit of rebel uniform.” He then called his cook—a quaint 
looking cross-eyed old man, who like myself, was “hewn 
out of a slab of ebony.” He said, ‘Nathan, what shall 
we do with this boy?” “Hang him to the highest tree 
we can find,” said Nathan. “Well, bring me the best rope 
you can find,” Nathan obeyed. He came with a rope 
as large around as his wrist, and about twenty feet long. 
The general asked him if he thought that would hold me; 
he answered in jhe affirmative, and General Thomas told 
him to throw it over the limb of a tall oak which stood 
near by. But an officer by the name of Lane stepped up 
and said: ‘General, maybe this boy will take the oath 
of allegiance.” I thought that I would have taken most 
anything about this time for my chances, Then the gen- 
eral inquired of me if I would take the oath. I told him I 
would. By this time some one said, “Hold up your right 
hand,” Another said, “Hold up your left hand,” and 
another said, ‘‘your right foot,” and another said, “your 
left foot.” I obeyed orders as fast as they were given 
until it came to the left foot. I had up all I could pos- 
sibly get up. After having all the fun they wanted out 
of me, the general told Nathan so take me back; wash 
andclean me up. Uncle Nathan came with his kettle 
full of boiling water; it looked as it he was going to scald 
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a hog; then began the washing process, After the old 
man had rubbed and washed me until my flesh burned, 
and I had put on a castaway suit of General Thomas’, I 
went to headquarters. After standing before the large 
mirror in the general’s tent, I thought I was the richest, 
freest man in America. They had carried the joke to 
such an cxtent—for I really thought they were going to 
hang me—that I was sick. They administered some 
medicine to me and I laid down across the general’s bed. 
General Thomas himself having told me to. When l 
awoke the next morning I was between the two generals, 
Burnside and Thomas. When I moved towards one he 
would crowd against me and if I moved towards the 
other he would crowd in until I was squeezed as tight as 
possible betueen the two, They were both awake and I 
could feel their sides heaving until they could not retain 
their laughter any longer, then General Thomas said, 
“lay still boy, this white wont rub off,” This was my 
first night of freedom. 

After breakfast General Thomas interogated me, con- 
cerning my parents, andon learning that my mother 
was in Greenville, Tenn., he said: “I would see her with- 
in three days if the rebels didn’t whip us,” According- 
ly we left Blue Springs that day erroute to Madison 
Court House, Va,, which brought us through Greenville 
‘where mother was. It was hard to prevent me from 
being the advance guard for two days, they were trying 
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to hold me back, until we finally reached Greenville, and 
I sighted the house in which mother lived. Seeing that 
no rebels were near, the officers allowed me to advance 
Before I reached the house I saw mother and my Jewish 
mistress, Mrs. Hadley, standing on the porch. Every- 
body seemed very much excited and the rebel army was 
retreating. 

Having changed my uniform fromthe rebel gray to 
the Yankee blue, my mother did not recognize me until J 
was at ‘the gate; then she came running and screaming 
“this is William.” Iwas saying under my breath—not 
waiting for one question to be answered before I asked 
another, ‘‘How are you? I am free are you; get ready 
to gotothe Yankees;has master the same black horseand 
buggy?” She told me he did. Then I told her to go 
pack up while I hitched up the horse and buggy. When 
I returned to the house the soldiers had surround- 
ed it and asked me where my mother was. I ran up 
stairs, tried to open mother’s door, when she informed 
that me Mars Jake had locked her in, The soldiers 
were hurrying meto get my mother andcome on. I 
told them that mas’r had locked her in, and one of them 
me gave an ax and told me to break the door open. I told 
mother to stand back fromthe door, atthe same time 
Mas’r Jake came in with a revolver in his hand, but 
before he could raise it; dozens of muskets were aimed 
at him. By this time I had the door open and there 
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stood mother with a rope around the bureau and every 
loose article she could get hold of was wrapped in her 
straw tick, all tied up ready for moving. She was ex- 
pecting to move the whole cargo ina buggy. 

I had her unpack as quickly as possible; gather up her 
clothes and little keep-sakes, so we could be out of the 
yard as soon as possible. {shall never forget the court- 
esy shown mother by two or three soldiers, in helping 
my mother in the buggy. We being ali ready and our 
buggy placed in line with the other contrabanc—for 
there was between one hundred and fifty and two hun- 
dred wagons, mule carts, pack horses and mules and even 
milk cows’ we started on our journey. 

Most all of the southern men had gone to war and 
those who were too old to go had taken the women and 
gone to the cities, leaving the farm and country homes 
virtually in charge of the colored people. I had an uncle 
who was left in charge of a farm three miles from town. 
We passed by kis place on our way to Virginia, and when 
we came in sight of the farm we could see colored peo- 
ple by the hundreds who had gathered in from other 
farms, The news spread like wild fire all over the coun- 
try that the Yankees had come. 

The “great house” was kept furnished tne year rouud 
and left inthe colored overseer’s charge, because the 
family would come back and forth, sometimes staying 
weeks ata time, The veranda was filled with men, wom- 
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en and children, singing, shouting and praising God in 
the highest. I hastened into the yard and was soon the 
center of attraction. Uncle Isaac was soon by my side, 
picked me up and was carrying me around shouting at 
the top.of his voice. While I was struggling to get down 
and trying to drown his voice so I could tell him that he 
was free, to pack up at once and go with us. 

I was inyiting him to liberty, yet 1 had not a shelter in 
all the world to put my head save the canopy of heaven. 
But I had heard of a country where all men were free, 
and like Bunyan’s Pilgrim, I had started to make it my 
home. 

I finally succeeded in loosing myself from his strong 
embrace, and then I madea short speech to all, telling 
them to hitch their ox and mule carts and load up their 
things and go tothe Yankees. There was considerable 
fear about them in doing as I said, until some of the sol- 
diers appeared and helped to dispel this fear by confirm- 
ing what I had said, It was not long until the yard was 
fairly lined with wagons, carts and every conceivable 
beast of burden. They began to tear down their old bed- 
steads, built against the walls of their cabins, and gather 
up their rude furniture, when the Yankees asked what 
was in the ‘great house.” On learning that it was furn- 
ished they demanded that it be opened, and for he peo- 


ple to take everything they wanted and Icaded their 
wagons. 
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Twas but afew minutes until the great palace was 
gutted and the piano alone was the only piece of furni- 
ture remaining, and some women wanted to take that for 
their girls when they became educated. Now the wagons 
were loaded to théir utmost capacity, (I can't afford to 
spoil a good joke, because of race, color or nationality) 
then the children were put on, and it seems to me now 
that the mothers must have taken some kind of paste 
and put on the backs of the children, so as to stick them 
up against the furniture. They were so thick around 
the wagons until it did seem that there was not a spot 
left where there was not a baby, They were of all sizes 
and color; they were black, dark brown, pumpkin color- 
ed, yellow and half white, And they were all crying 
with a different voice, giving different tunes to the song 
they were singing. It was certainly a menagerie when 
that procession left the farm. Some of the babies were 
crying alto, some soprano, some bass, but most of them 
baritone—-because it was bare of all music, 

Of course all of our masters were honorable and these 
children were all called by their master’s name—but they 
didn’t call them papa all the time. Many of their moth- 
er’s were as honorable as a woman could be under the 
circumstances, but many times in order to save their 
backs from being lacerated, obeyed the command of 
their master, and their commands were not always hon- 
orable. 


- 
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The soldiers now moved’ forward towards Knoxville, 
Tenn. We had four or, five hundred men, w men and 
children, in this great march froma lane of servitude to 
a land of liberty. Sometimes, like Pharaoh of old, the 
old masters would purse their slaves, and even come in- 
to the camp, but the slave’ s fears would soon be dispell- 
ed by the stern command of some Yankee soldier or of— 
fficer, who would order the rebs to leave the camp. Many 
times they subjected them to some humiliating treat- 
mént—such as riding the rail horse o1 carrying a barre) 
up the hill and let it roll down, and continue this process 
for hours. After skirmishing for a week or ten days we 
arrived at Knoxville, Tenn., where we sold the horses, 
mules, oxen, buggies and wagons to General Thomas. I 
bought an old log cabin on the old battle field, for my 
mother. I was to give seventeen dollars for this property. 
I could count from one to fifty, but I could not tell the 
denominations; I didn’t know a ten dollar bill froma 
one; so I counted out seventeen bills and paid for the 
place Later on I learned that I had paid some forty or 
fifty dollars for it. 

About this time in 1853 Frederick Douglas went to 
Washington to see President Lincoln, telling him “that 
our people were digging breast-works, exposed to the 
shot and shell, and why not{give them guns and let them 
have a hand in freeing themselves and save the Union.” 
Lincoln’s reply was that the feeling at the North was 
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waning SO high he’ didn’t know what the result would be 
for no measure of the war was more bitterly opposed 
‘than the project of arming slaves. It was denounced at 
the North, and the Confederate congress passed a law 
which threatened with death any white officer captured 
while in command of negro troops, leaving the men to 
be dealt with accerding to the laws of the state in which 
they were taken. Douglas said he returned home, but 
slept but little that night, for he continually called on 
God to in some way bring peace out of the confusion 
and open the way for colored men to get on the Geld of 
battle as enlisted soldiers. The next morning by nine 
o'clock Dovgias said he was at the capitol and closed 
with the president, To his surprise Lincoln told him 
_ that Grant had sent for a division of colored soldiers, 


~ 


Lincoln commissioned Douglas as recruiting officer, and 
sent him to Boston, Mass., where he mustered in the 5th 
Regiment. This was the first colored regiment organized 
in the free states. 
At one time in order to be in season for an assault, 
’ this regiment marched two days through heavy sands 
and drenching storms. After only five minutes rest, it 
took its place at the front of the attacking column. The 
men fought with unflinching gallantry, and planted their 
( flag. So willing were the negroes to enlist, and so ftaith- 
~ ful did they prove themselves in service, that in Decem- 
_ ber, 1863, over fifty thousand’had been enrolled, and_be- 
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fore the close of the war that number was quadrupled. 

I recognized then that I was to take part in one of the 
greatest wars of modern times. The war of the rebellion 
is now on, when the numbers engaged in it and the ex- 
tent of territory affected are considered. It was primar; 
ly a war based on sentiment. The long but peaceful.and 
prayerful contestjof the abolitionist against the slave pow- 
er and the earnest and faithful prayer of the slave him- 
self, all crowded the throne of a just God and had arous- 
ed the whole country, so that everywhere in every state 
in the union there was a sharp division of opinion among 
the people. It is true always, however, that God mixed. 
the wrath of man to serve him and out of the war of the 
rebellion the slave fought his way to freedom. What a 
glorious recurd the Afro-American made in that war! It 
is one of the Frightest pages in all history. In the early 
stages of the war he was not even allowed to drive the 
teams or to dig trenches nor to throw up breastworks for 
the union army.” Before the close of the war he wasa 
regularly enlisted soldier in all the departments to the 
number of 200,000, who had fought.with such valor, such 
heroism, from Fort Wagner to Fort Pisher, from New 
Market Heights to Petersburg, and when the victorious 
union army at last marched into kichmond, the fallen 
and deserted capital of the lost cause, he was accorded 
the first place of hunor at the head of the column! Thirty 
six years atterward Colonel Theodore Roosevelt of the 
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rough riders, expressed the bravery of the black soldiers 
after the brilliant charge of a successful capture of San— 
Juan Hill. . Thirty six years after Colonel Robert Gould— 
Skaw was burried with his negroes,in the sands of Morris 
Island, the world has looked with enthusiasm upon the 
heroic deeds and gallantry of the Negro soldier, and to- 
day he is filling his sation from West Point, the military 
center of the world, to the navy that plows the distant 
seas and watched the gate way tothis nation. This fact 
is demonstrated when you recall to memory the 25th of 
January, 1898, when the battleship Maine steamed into 
the harbor of Havana. She went there on an errand of 
peace, the representat-ve of a friendly power. On the 
isth of February the battleship Maine was blown to 
atoms by a floating mine, together with 266 American 
sailors, of whom more than thirty were negroes. 
SUBJECT PRAYER--LUKE 18:-1. 


‘And he spake a parable unto them to this end, that 
men ought always to pray,and not to faint. Who can pray 
go that God will hear?” (1) Ps, 66-18. “If I regard in- 
iquity dn my heart the Lord will not hear me.” It means 
to look at,’ ‘‘with favor,” to ‘‘respect,’* ‘approve,” ‘“‘re- 
gard.” God will net hear the man who in his heart looks 


upon sin with any favor or allowance. God looks at sin 


with abhorence. He i8 of purer eyes than to behold evil 
and cannot look on ifiquity, etc. We gpust have the 
same attitude toward sif that He has to bg heard of Him. 
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It we regard sin He will not regard us when we pray. 
Herein lies the very simple explanation why many of us 
pray and are’not heard. (2) Prov. 28:9 “He that turn- 
eth away his ear from hearing the law, even his prayer 
shall be abomination.” Second proposition: He that 
turneth away his ear from hearing the law, his prayer is 
an abomination. He cannot pray so that God will hear, 
If we turn cur ears away from what God says ‘to us ia 
His law, He will turn His ears away from what we say to 
Him in our prayers. We have an illustration of this in 
Zach. 7:11-13 “But they refused to hearken and pulled 
away the shoulder, and stopped their ears that they 
should notshear, Yea, they made their hearts as an ada~ 
mant stone lest they should hear the law and the words 
which the Lord of Hosts hath sent. ‘ 

In His spirit by the former prophets, therefore came 
a great wrath from the Lord of Hesis. Then tt came to 
pass as He cried and they would. not héar so they cried 
and I would not hear, saith the Lord of Hosts, Many 
are saying,{'The promises of God are not true, God docs 
not hear my prayer.” Has God ever promised to -hear 
your prayer? God plainly describesthe class whose 
prayers He hears. Do you belong to that class? Are 
you listening to His words? If not He has distinctly 
said He will not listen to your prayers. And in not lis- 
tening to you He is simply keeping His word. Let us 
notice [Prov. 1:24 25-28, R. V.] “Because I have called 
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and you have refused! I have stretched out my hand 
and no man regarded. But ye have set at naught al! 


my counsel and would none of my reproof. Then shall 


they call upon me, but I will not auswer; they shall seek 
me dilligently but they shall not find me.” [3] Prov. 
21218. Whoso stoppeth his ears at the cry of the poor, 
he algo shall cry but shall not be heard.” Third proposi- 
tion: Whoever stoppeth his ears at the cry of the poor 
cannot pray so God will hear. If we will net listen to 
the poor then they cry unto us in their need. The world’s 
maxim is, “the Lord helps those who help themselves” 
Luke 18:9 10-11-12. And He spake this parable unto 
certain which trusted in themselves that they were right- 
eous and despised others, Two men went up into the 
temple to pray; the one a Pharisee and the other a Pub- 
lican. The Pharisee stood and prayed thus with him: 
self; God, I thank thee that I am not'as other men are; 
extortioners, unjust, adulteres, or even as this Publican. I 
fast twice in the week, I giveth of all that I possess, 

The truth is, the Lord helps those who help others. 
[4] Luke 18: 13-14, ‘‘And:the Publican standing afar 
off would not lift up so much as his eyes unto heayen, 
but smote upon his breast, saying God be merciful to me 
asinner. 1] tell you this man went down to his house 
justified rather than the cther, for every one that exalteth 
himselt shall be abased, and he that humbleth himself shall 
be exaulted.”” This prayer itself is the first act of 
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faith, The first and most natural and most proper thing 
for one who honestly wishes to turn from sin and believe 
on Christ and to be saved, isto pray. The Lord Jesus 
looked on with delight when He could say to Annias of 
the stubborn rebel, Saul of Tarsus, ‘behold he prayeth.” 
Acts 9:11, ‘And the Lord said unto him, arise and go 
into the street which is ealled straight and inquire in 
the house of Judas for one called Saul of Tarsus, for 
behold he prayeth.” | 

We should be sure, however, that the sinner really is 
sorry for sin and really wishes to forsake it before we 
tell him to pray for pardon, You can get him on his 
knees even before this, and so get him to realize that he 
is in God’s presence, so that his rebellious heart may be 
humbled, but do not haye him pray until he really does 
wish to turn from sin. 

Fourth Proposition: The great Sinner who is sorry 
for and humbled by his sin,'and who desires pardon, can 
pray so that God will hear. The question is often asked, 
“shall we get unconverted people” If aman is sorry 
for his sin and wishes to forsake it and find mercy, and 
‘is willing to humble himself before God and ask for 
pardon, he is taking the very steps by which a man turns 
Around, or 1S converted.” To teila manhe must not 
pray under such circumstance is to tell him that he must. 
not be converted until he is converted, that he must not 


turn until he is turned round. To get him to pray is 
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just the thing to do, ‘for whosoever shall call upon the 
name of the Lord shall be saved.’ [| Rom, 10:3} But how, 
some one may ask, can he pray until he has faith? The 
answer is very simple, hence the necessity of prayer. The 
texf says, men ought always pray and not to faint. You 
see when the Lord commanded Ananias to go to the 
house of Judas, how he shook and trembled and even 
reminded the Lord of the fact that Saulhad come there 
on a mission of persecution, and at that very moment he 
had letters of authority fromthe High Priest to bring. 
back to Jerusalem all that he found calling on the name 
of Jesus, but when he was informed by the great High 
Prest and captain of our salvation.that behold he prayeth, 
it destroyed every vestage of fear. and he went rejoicing 
on his mission and greeted him as Brother Saul, and 
Saul laid his desire before Him at once and that was 
that His eyes might be opened. It wasa prayer from an 
humble and contrite heart. Hence it was answered. He 
told him how he was struck blind on the way from 
Jerusalem to Damascus. He told of the blazing magne- 
tic sun light that shone in his pathway. He told of the 
voice that spake unto him, [ Acts 9:4]. He told of his 
answer [ Acts 5th], It was Saul’s first real prayer, though 
it took the heavy rod of chastisment to bring him to it. 
God heard, heard and answered his prayer, and will hear 
yours, sinner, if you will humble yourself before 
Him. As soonas Paul received strength he began to 
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preach redemption through the blood of Christ. [notice 
Rom, 1:16]. For I am not ashamed of the gosple of 
Christ; for it is the power of God unto salvation to every 
one that believeth: to the Jew first and also to the 
Greek, Hence, men ought always to pray and not to 
faint. Prayer is the key that unlocks heaven’s door, and 
gives mana foreglimpse of that house not made with 
hands and brings him back into full unity with 
his Father who art m heaven. It takes him back 
through the moulds of God’s eternal power and restores 
the image that was defaced by sin into the likeness of 
his creator. For, as in Adam, all die; even so in Christ 
shail all be made alive [1st Cor. 15:22 ] see illustration. 

In the year of 1871 when the gold fever was at fever 
heat in Cheyenne Wyoming, two young men inspired by 
the thought of wealth scrificed everything, left home and 
friends for the wilds of that unsettled territory, seeking 
them fortune. They were quite fortunate and obtained 
considerable gold, but their anxiety 1s greater now, than 
it was when they were going, for they were not afraid of 
losing their lives when they had no gold, but now they 
are in constant fear. Therefore they had to be on the 
alert day and night for fear of the band of robbers who 

. would murder them for their gold. Hence one would 
walk his beat with gun in hand, with a vigilant eye while 
the other slept, and vice versa, and they continued for 
twenty-eight days when they finaly reached the border 
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states. One night the picket discovered a dim light 
in the distance, quietly awoke his partner and prepared 
to defend themselves from their supposed enemies. One 
became a reconnoiterer and soon discovered they had 
reached the borders of civilization and the dim light 
discovered was the home of an old Christian man and 
his wife who were only too glad to give them shelter and 
tood such as they had, After supper they went up in 
the lott to go to bed, but not being fully satisfied of their 
safety neither undressed. One slept with rifle in hand, 
whiie the other sat at the kead of the stairs as a sentinel 
until a late hour in the night, when the angelic voice of 
the old mother was heard singing one of ziom’s praises. 
The sentinel sprang to his feet, with joy in his soul, as 
she continued to sing: 
I’m a poor wayfaring stranger, 
While journeying through this world of woe 
Yet there’s no sickness, toil nor danger, 
In that bright world to which I go. 
I’m going there to see niv father, 
I,m going there no more to roam, 
I’m just a going over Jordan 
I’m just a going over home. 
He rushed to the bed, shook his partner, saying: John, 
come here quick. His partner grabed his gun and 
started. but he said, John, lay down your gun and listen, 


The old folks continued to sing: 
I know Gark clouds will gather round me. 


I know my way is rough and steep. 
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Yet bright fields lie just before me. 
Where God’s redeemed their vigil keep. 
I’m going there to see my mother, 
She said she’d meet me when | come. 
I’m just a going over Jordon, 


I’m just a going over home, 


In a moment they stood in silence in each others arms, 
with their hearts overflowing with joy. When the 
silence was broken one Said to the other; John, that 
sounds like our mothers in old Indiana. About this 
time the old mother sang the last verse: 

I'll soon be free from every trial, 
My body will sleep in the old church yard. 
I'll drop the cross of self denial, 
And enter on my great reward. 
I’m going there to see my Savior, 
To sing His praise in heaven’s dome 
I’m just a going over Jordan 


I’m just a going over home, 


After this the old mother prayed one of those earnest, 
fervent prayers, asking God to watch over and 
protect the strangers intheir home. John said to his 
partner lets undress and go to bed for we're all right; we 
are in a praying home. 

Men ought always to pray and not to faint. Paul, the 
great Gentile preaeher, with Silas, his brother, was cast 
into the Phillipian jail for preaching Christ as the only 
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hope of salvation. Thev were thrust into prison with 
their feet in thejstocks. [Actes 1€ from 22 to 28th verses ] 
Paul might have asked this qnestion of his companion; 
why do we stay in this dungeon with our fect in the 
stocks and our backs bleeding? Where isthe Christ 
that met me onthe highway to Damascus? Where is 
the Ged of our fathers, Abrahara, Isaac and Jacob, who 
trusted in God and conquered every foe? He has prom- 
ised not to leave nor forsake us. Let us sing one of the 
songs of Zion, after which they prayed until the heavens 
_ viberated and reverberated with the prayers of these 
saints and God sent down some of heaveu’s embasadors’ 
some of the swift winged messengers, and as they hover- 
ed above that prison the prison was shaken from center 
to circumference and the bolts and bars were loosened 
and God unlocked the shackles and manacles that held 
them in the stocks and they walked out into the corridor 
of the jail praising God inthe highest. The jailer telt 
the shaking of the prison as a mighty earthquake, He 
rushed into the prison and seeing the ‘doors all opened, 
and seeing no man he drew his sword and would have 
taken his own life, for it was certain death fora Roman 
soldier to allow a prisoner to escape, But Panl cried 
with a loud voice, saying: Do thyself no harm, for we 
are all here. Then hecalled fora light and sprang in 
and came trembling and fell down before Paul and Silas 
aud brought them out and said, Sirs, what must I do to 
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to be saved? And they said, believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ and thou shall be saved, and thy house, and that 
night the Phillipian jailer and his house were converted 
and baptized unto God, the result of prayer. 

Men ought always to pray and not to faint. 

Prayer is the soul’s sincere desire, 
Unuttered or expressed, 

The motion of a hidden fire 

That trembles in the breast— 

Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try 

It lifts us from the mire and clay 
And plants our feet on high. 

Oh, thou, by whom to God, 

The truth, the life, the way, 

The path of prayer thyself hath trod 
Lord teach us how to pray. 

Preached in Allen Chapel, Kansas City, Mo., July 5th, 
1906, by Rev. W. H. Robinson, 

“Isaiah 62:10, Text. 

Go through, go through the gates, prepare ye the way 
of the people. Cast up, cast up, the high way, gather 
out the stones, lift up a standard for the people. ‘“Suodject, 
Standard,” This is the prophet’s fervent zeal for God’s 
promise to His church. Ministers incited to like impor- 
tunity. Isiah, the son of Amos, prophesied B.C. 760 
years, or about that time, God has had a man for every 
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time, emergency, and purpose, whom He would raise up 
-a prophet to himself. He called Abraham, a Chaldean, 
when he would preserve that people's life. He prepared 
a Joseoh when he would lead those people to a land of 
promise. He called a Moses,a fugitive from Egypt, 
when he heard the cries from the Babylonian captive 
whe cried by reason of their sore affliction. He hada 
Nehemiah. When He heard the cries of the slaves in the 
southland, He called an Abraham Lincoln, from the Log 
Cabin in Kentucky, to the chief of this great nation. 
Although the nation was baptized in human blood, and 
Lincoin died the death of a mar:yr, he became the yreat 
standard of Liberty in America. When the voice of 
Cuba and the Philippines reached the throne of our God 
He gave to us a William McKinley, who dared to do and 
to die because he was inspired by the Holy Ghost, all of 
whom became great standards for God and suffering hu- 
manity. Isiah declared for Zion’s sake he would not hold 
his peace and for Jerusalem’s sake I will not rest until 
the righteousness thereof go forth as brightness, and the 
salvation thereof as alamp that burneth, and the Gentiles 
shall see thy righteousness and all thy glory, and thou 
shall beled by a new name which the mouth of thy Lord 
shall name; thou shall also be a crown of glory in the 
hand of the Lord and a royal diadem in the hand of thy 
God. This subject has a two-fold meaning, a spiritual 
and a literal. The spiritual Isiah, points the people to 
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the coming King, and said of his kingdom, there should 
be noend. ‘See Isiah 9:6” for unto usa child is born, 


unto us a son is given, and the government shall be upon. 


his shoulder, and his name shall be called wonderful, 
counselor, the mighty, Godthe everlasting Father, the 
Prince of Peace, ‘Isiah 9:7,” of the increase of His gov- 
ernment and peace there shal! be no end. Upon the 


throne of David and upon his kingdom, to order it and to | 


establish it with judgment and wi'h justice from hence- 
forth, even forever. ‘See Isiah 63:1st 65 verses,’ Who 


is this that cometh trom Edom with dyed garments from | 


Bozrahi This that is gloriousin his apparel, traveling in 
the greatness of his strength? That speak in righteous- 
ness, mighty to save. Wher-tore art thou red in thine 


apparel,and thy garments like him that treadeth in the 


winefat? I have trodden the wine press alone, and of 
the people. 


THE NEGRO IN IT. 


1 In the last civil war, 

The white folks they began it, 
But before it could close, 
The negro had to be in it, 

2 At the battle of San Juan hill, 
The Rough riders they began it; 
But before victory cou'd ‘ce won 
The negro had to be in ic. 
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The negro shot the Spaniard from the trees, 
And never did regret it, 

The Rough riders would have been dead today, 
Had the negro not been in it. 

To Buffale McKinley went, 

To welcome people in it, 

The prayer was prayed, the speeehes made, 
The negro he was in it, 

September sixth, in Music Hall, 

With thousands, thousands in it, 

McKinley fell from the assassin’s hand— 
And the negro, he got in it. 

. He knocked the murderer to the floor. 

He struck his nose, the blood did flow; 

He held him fast, all near by saw it, 

When tor the right, the negro is in it, 

. J. R. Parke is his name 

He from the state of Georgia came; 

He worked in Buffalo for his bread, 

And there he saw McKinley dead. 


. They bought his clothes for souvenirs, 
And may they ever tell it— 

That when the president was shot, 

A brave negro was in it, 


. McKinley now in heaven rests, 
Where he will ne’er regret it; 


: MRS. WILLIAM McKINLEY. 


A Sweet-Souled Martyr-Wife. 

For 30 years an invalid, for 30 years and uncomp aining, sweet- 
souled and devoted wife and mother, Mrs, Wm. McKinley died at 
Canton, O., where she was laid beside her martyred husband. 

It is to the glory of the nation that it can number among its 


citizens stich spirits as those of Wm. McKinley and his wife. His | 
love for her was proverbial, but all the devotion which he favished | 


was not greater than the joy and the inspiration he drank in from 
the strong soul that dwelt within that feeble body. 

She will sleep beside him, now that the great Angel has once 
more united those whom he sometime sundered. Both, having done 
their work, have journeyed on, but the nation is better for having 
known them for a little while. 
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( PRESIDENT M’KINLEYs 
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And well he knows, that in all his joys, 
There was a negro in it, 

10, White man, stop lynching and burning 
This black race, trying to thin it— 
For if you go to heaven or nell, 
You will find some negro in it. 

FI. You may try to shut the negro out 
The courts, they began it, 
But when we meet at the judgment bar 
God will tell you the negro is in it. 

12, Pay them to swear a lie in court, 
Both whites and blacks will do it; 
Truth will shine to the, end of time, 
And you will find a negro init, 


13. If there’s'a position to be filled,’ 
In congress or in senate, 
We people of this nation pray 
This negro may get in it. 
Mrs. Lena Mason, 

I enlisted in the 54th Massachusetts, where I remained 
nine months; was transferred tothe 28th Indiana, on ac- 
count of having an uncle in that regiment. I remained 
in the army from July, 1863, until December, 1865. Was 
in the following regular battles: Battle of the Wilder- 
ness, Kenesaw Mountain, Chancellorsville, Va., Colpep- 
per C. H,, Va., Antietam, Maryland, Blue Springs, Tenn., 
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Missionary Ridge, Nashville, Tenn., Greenville, and many 
other skirmishes. 

I was mustered out on December, 22, 1865, with no 
home te go to, no starting point or object in life. The 
rebels had raided Knoxville, Tenn. and mother with ail 
the colored people had left there and { could gain no 
knowledge concerning her whereabouts, I saw my moth- 
er in 1863 when I left her in the little log cabin in Knox- 
ville, and ] never saw her again for thirteen years. The 
medium then used in finding any of our people, was the 
church. Any one looking for a lost relative would send 
letters of inquiry to all the different churches in the Uni- 
ted States and Canada, describing the person and giving 
names of last master they belonged to, to their knowl- 
edge. So I tried to find my mother and at the expiration 
of afew years I heard of a woman in [{untsville, Ala- 
bama, answeringthe description of my mother. There 
was great difficulty in finding our people because they 
were sold so often and had to take the name of eaeh 
master. Knowing that my mother was a christian woman 
and would be identified with some church, I wrote to ail 
the churches in Huntsville, and finally received an an- 
swer stating that a woman answering that description had 
lived there, but not of that name—for I inquired for Rosy 
Hadley, the name of her last master. 

I then went to Huntsville and after s-ending a menth 


of constant research and inquiry, 1 had to give it up as 
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futile. I returned to Nashville, but did not give up the 
search through the medium of letters. Finally I received 
a letter from Chattanooga. I went there and speut more 
than two months, it proving to be of no avail, as the other 
search was. After this I never heard anything from her 
or concerning her for over six years. During this time I 
learned that I had a brother in Philadelphia, Pennsylva- 
nia; after the exchange of a few letters we were satisfied 
that we were brothers; and he came tosee me. It proved 
to be my oldest brother, who had run away from Wil- 
mington in 1860, and went to Toronto, Canada; was edu- 
cated by the Presbyterian church and is now a minister 
in the same 

Through him I found another brother, who was a loco 
motive engineer over the Grand Rapids and Indiana rail- 
road. We three were soon together and began a zealous 
search for mother again and ultimately located her in 
Lebanon, Tenn. It was not long until we found her, 
though notin Lebanon, for when we reached there we 
learned that she had been gone from that place for near 
a year. But she had gone back to Knoxville, in which 
city | found her,and when she saw me she exclaimed, ‘I 
have seen William, now Lord lct me die in peace.” 

That memorable morning as I left the city of Nashville 
with my fireman’s uniform on and two hundred dollars in 
my pockets, my heart buoyant with expectation, for it 
wasno more hope, but a grand reality, that I would see 
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the face of the dearest earthly friends I had—a mother 
and two sisters. The arrangements for the meeting had 
been made unknowingly to mother. At train time my 
sisters were on the alert for me,and as I neared the 
house they called mother's attention to some one coff- 
ing. Mother came to the door, walking with a cane; she 
said, “that walks something like my William.” But the 
sight of mother so elated me that I bent my steps quick 
and fast toward the bouse. When I was close enough 
for her to recognize my face, she uttered the words be- 
fore stated. 

1 shall be lost for language to express the scene which 
followed. The only thing which cast a shadow over the 
pleasure of our meeting was when mother asked, “if we 
had heard anything from father.” The house of joy was 
turned into lamentation, but after a while quiétude was 
restored. We neyer saw father or heard from him after 
he was sold. We learned that another brother, named 
Andrew, was. about eight miles from Knoxville. In a few 
days he joined us and we spent a glorious time togcther. 
There were now mother and six children together—two 
sisters and four brothers. 
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THE CHILD'S INQUIRY, 

As much as unfeeling men talk and ‘preach Aven “Ne- 
gro insensibility,” and as much as slavery dotes upon her 
mysterious power of blotting out and annihilating the 
principles of humanity, yet itis plainly seen that God has 
planted in the bosom of the black mana qnality of. His 


own nature, that the ruthless hand of time and the strong 


“arm of oppression has not, nor ¢ cannot extinguish. The 
wife ofa fair, promising young man was one evening 
mysteriously missing. The loving pair had only been 
united,i in their usual way, for five years and eight months, 
during which time not a cloud of ciscord had passed be- 
tween them; nothing had marred their peace, but the 
thought that they must spend their lives in the midst of 
groaning and cracking of whips of which they themselves 
must share a common fate, To make the nuptial: ties 
more strong they had been blessed, as they thought, with 
a little girl, whose dark eyes and waving hair satisfied 
Henry that the child was his. Oue ,'casant evening a 
South Carolinian was seen talking with the master of that 
happy pair, and coming before the door, they both came 
to a full halt, while the stranger gazed full in the faces of 
the three, and after a few moments, passed in profound 
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silence, he said to the-master: “I'll. give it.” As they 
turned away from the door, the silence was roken bya 
low whisper from the. lips of little Mary, saying, ‘One of 
us is sold, Papa,” Like the eos they each asked 

“Isit 1?” Morning found them undisturbed, and Mary 
hurried the work over, and as usual, left the cabin for the 
cotton field, repeating in her mind, ‘Is it I!” So excited 
was fier mind that she spent a sleepless night, and, so con- 

cious was she that she was, the victim |from reading in 
he eye of the Carolinian his predominating, passions], 
that when she left the _hoyse she kissed her, child and 
pressed it against her bosom as though she would crush 
it to death. Reluctantly she closed the door and de- 
parted to return no more forever., _ The hushand’s ears 
were made sad at noon when a slave boy said to him as 
he called him to the gate,” your wite is sold to south 
Carolina! I saw her chained in the gang and the las, 
words I heard her say, _were, nO! “that I had never 
seen a husband! O! that T had hugged my child to death 
this morning.” But thechild’ S inquiry and the father’s 
answer will show whether or “not humanity was extinct 


eh 
in them: 


AIR—THE INFANT'S DREAM. : 


te F 


cHiLD. 


O, where nae mother gone, papa? 
What makes you | look SO. sad? , : 


Why sit. et here ajone papa i ? 
Me, Ree yg 
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Has any one made you mad? 


Oz tell me dear papa, 


Has master punished you again? 

Shall I go bring the salt. papa, 

To rub your back and cure the pain? 
FATHER, 

Go.away my child, you are too bad: 

You notice things too soon; 


Did you not see that I was sad, 


When I came home at noon? 
Go to the gate and call mamma, 
And see if she’s in sight. 
The hour is late, I fear your Ma 
Will not be home tonight. 
CHILD. 
O no, papa, I am atraid 
To go to the gate alone: 
I fear there’s men in the high grass laid, 
To catch little Mary Jones. 
But what makes Mother stay ‘so long? 
’Tis getting very late. 
Papa, go bring my mother home, 
And I'll stay at the gate. 
When mother left me early this morn, 
She kissed me and she wept; 
I saw the tears come trickling .dewn 
Upon the pillow where I slept. 
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She pressed me to her bosom hard, 


As though it was the last embrace. 
She sobbed but did not say a word, 


Nor would she let me see her face, 
FATHER. 
Pull off your shoes, my dearest child, 
And say your evening prayer; 
And go to bed and after a while, 
Perhaps your mother will be there. 
Go hush those little eyes to sleep, 
And dream some pretty dream tonizht, 
Perhaps in the morning when you wake 
You'll find all things all right. 
CHILD. 
O! tell me, papa, don’t drive me away, 
*Tis dark, the stars are thick and bright. 
Is mother sold, O, tell me I pray, 
I fear she'll not be home tonight, 
O, come papa, come go with me, 
Perhaps we’ll meet her in the lane; 
And then she'll sing a song to me, 
And take me in her arms again. 
FATHER. 
Come here my daughter, come to me, 
I find that I must tell you true, 
Come now, and sit upon my knee— 
The dismal] tale ]’1] tell to you. 
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Your mother’s sold, she’s sold my dear, | 
Her face you [lL see no more. 
Her cheering voice no more you I] hear 

On this side of Canaan’s, peaceful shore. 


SU sRICHEAISDS ON, 


Editor of The Bedford, Ind., MII CS who has given | 
valuable assistance and friendship, to the author of this | 


a hae JP 


book. Meee =a ee | 
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ches CHAPTER XIX Pag | 
a i 
~T returned to: Nashville—which I considered ‘home! 
after’several weeks’ visit with, mother.’ Totesg ered on 


; my duties as fireman—for I was a eapee of the City 
ine Department, and had been engaged | as hose- cart 
driver for eight months. Shortly alter my return we 
were called out toa large fire, While’ fighting the fire 


the captain called to “Jim Howa di. After calling sev- 
eral times and no one seemingly hearing him, he called 
“Jim Cowans” ond that attracted my attention. ‘Tlooked 
to see who would answer, and seeing a man on top of 
the house answering, I immediately climbed on the build- 
ing. . 
I inquired of Jim ‘where he came from” and many 
similar questions, and it was but a few minutes until we 
recognized each other as brothers. Now, you can hetter 
imagine what followed than I can express it. It went to 
the ears of*the City Council of the City of Nashville, 
“that two brothers who had served eight months in No. 
2 Hosé Company. had just recognized each cther. as 
brothers—having been separated for sixteen years.” In 
honor of our meeting they gave us a public reception. 
One extreme always follows. another,’ for in three 


weeks from the time of our recognition, my brother was 
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Gen Lee is direct in 
line of the famous Lee 
families, and is loved by 
all people who know him. 
On decoration day 1907, 
he gave out the following, 
which is typical of the 
feeling between the peo- 
ple ofall sections of the 
country :— 

For myself, I believe 
the day is near at hand 
when our descendants— 
north and south——will be 
just as proud of the Con- 

STEPHEN D. LEE federate soldier as the Un- 

Commander-in-Chief Confed-ion soldier, and they will 

erate Veterans. be quite satisfied to be- 

lieve and say of each soldier: ‘He fought for the right 

as he saw the right: he measured his life up to the high~ 

est and best he knew: he bore himself like a brave man 
and a true patriot.” 

Upon the mossy marbles of many Union and many a 
Confederate soldier{can be written: ‘‘He was a very per- 
fect, gentle kinght.” STEPHEN D. LEE, 

Commander-in-Chief, Grand @amp, Confederate 
Veterans, Columbus. Miss., May 30, 1907, 

[ The author, Rev. W. H. Robinson, was at one time 

owned in the Lee family ] 
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thrown seventy-two feet trom the hook and ladder against 
the stone custom house and every bone in his body was 
broken; he died instantly. 

| served seventeen months in the fire department and 
resigned to accept a situation as singer and banjo player 
in a troupe gotten up by S. C, Wallaee. The troupe was 
known as the “Tennessee Singers” (but not the original 
Tennessee Jubilee Singers, yet we attracted the attention 
of the public at large to the extent that we were constant- 
ly in demand) We madea tour from Nashville, Tenn., 
to Indianapolis, Ind., thence to Terre Haute, Ind, from 
there to Chicago, Ill., Springfield Ill., Bloomington, [11 , 
LaPorte, Ind., Detroit, Mich,, and Windsor, Canada. 
On our return trip we sung in the following cities: 
Grand Rapids, Mich., Battle Creek, Mich, Kalamazoo, 
Mich., Niles, Mich., back through Indiana and Kentucky 
to Nashville, Tenn. We sang nothing but the southern 
melodies--songs composed by our fathers and mothers in 
the days of slavery. We disbanded in November, 1868. 

In January I869, I hired to what is known as the Han- 
lon’s Wizard Oil Company, with seven cthers, at twelve 
dollars per month and board. The contract was for one 
year. If there was any one thing I was accomplished in, 
it was picking the banjo, and singing; and I soon became 
the center of attraction along these lines. We gave 
street concerts for advertising the oil. We made a tour 
of the leading cities of Indiana, Illinvis and Michigan, 
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thence to New York City, where we took passage, May 
21, on the steamer Alabama for London, England. 

Everyoody treated me so differently from what I was 
used to during the time of slavery, that I forgot to some 
degree the hardships through which I had passed, and 
more than once stopped and inquired of myself, ‘is this 
heaven and am I init?” 

il ite passage over was a very pleasant one, and we 
arrived in London the 27th day of June, 1869. We 
neared London—the metropolis of the world. I saw 
hundreds of vessels (the white winged messengers of 
commerce) coming from al! directions and loaded for 
London harbor. 

One thing verv noticeable to me on this voyage was the 
flags of the many different countries flying at the mast- 
head of the various vessels and steamers, I asked many 
questions concerning them; but when I saw a vessel com- 
ing with the old star spangled banner flying at her mast- 
head I didn’t ask any questions. I at once recognized 
the old flag that unfurled herself over me as a free man 
at Greenvilie, Tenn., by the 14th and 15th Amendment, 
which said that all who stood under her furls were free 
American citizens. The news had been cabled before us 
that we would arrive June 27th, and hundreds of the pop- 
ulace were at the harbor. Their curiosity had been 


aroused to the highest tension. We repaired to Hotel de 


France. where we were the center of attraction; for hun- 
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dreds followed the carriages in which we rode, to the 
hotel, and ran over each other in order to get a look at 
the ladies and gentlemen from America. After supper 
we went to St. Paul’s Cathedral—which had a seating 
capacity of over two thousand. Here we gave our first 
concert. The people were wild with enthusiasm, and 
fairly rained shillings, three cent pieces aad bouquets to 
us on the stage. 

At the close of this first concert, a gentleman by the 
name of William S. Beckenworth, knowa as Lord Beck- 
onworth, with one son and two daughters, made their 
way tothe stage. After introducing themselves they re- 
quested me to go home with them that night, which I 
could not do without consent of the manager, Mr. 
Howard. They at once went to him and he promised 
them that I could go the next night. 

After the sale of medicine the next night, I was es- 
corted to the cab by this family and carried to their home 
as guest; and in one single bound 1 leaped from "Bill 
Robinson to Lord Robinson, or the Gentleman from 
America.” 

Now the great panorama of my life as a free man be- 
gins. My associations are entirely different to what I 
had been used to—even in my master’s home. As I now 
recall that night it becomes a night of wondertome. As 
I entered that palace, on St. Mark’s avenue, as a guest, 
they seated me in the center of their spacious parlor and 
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served me with refreshments Eighteen or twenty of 
their friends were present and all seemed to enjoy the 
luxuries to the highest extent, save me, This being my 
first ti ne to be served on social equality with white peo- 
ple, of course I was somewhat bashful. I put some of 
the most delicate fruit in my mouth but it seemed almost 
impossible. forfme to masticate it, for the longer | chewed 
it the larger it seemed to grow until I could not swallow. 
Of course, I told thein that I was not hungrw and did not 
care for the refre-hmerts, but way down deep in my 
heart I was wishing that 1 had the server, with the re- 
freshments upon it behind the house~in a few minutes 
they would have krown that I had been there. 

I entertained them for an hour and ahalt or two hours, 
and the party retired for the night; but before leaving 
each one gave me a shilling, and left with the under- 
standing that [ was to tell them more about my people 
the next night. After the father had family prayer they 
showed me the room I was to occupy and bade me good- 
night. 

After locking the door and carefully examining the 
windows with a scrutinizing eye, I searched every crack 
and crevice inthe room. Then I got under the bed and 
felt the springs. I had heard my master years before 
tell about trap “4oors under the bed in New Orleans, and 
that people would get into bed only to find themselves 
in some dark alley. They had passed through a trap 
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door and down a slide. Of course, in these cases, the 
motive was robbery. I don’t know why I was fearful, 
since I had no money save what the people had given 
me. But the great, unsolvable mystery surrounding me 
was, why I, an ex-slave, could be paid such high respect 
among strangers 

There was a night gown for me to sleep in, also a 
breakfast gown of heavy velvet. I examined both these 
articles of comfort, laid them back where I found them, 
took both the sheets off the bed and folded them up, 
laid them on achairand climbed in bed. I began to sink 
so fast in the middle of the big feather bed—had anyone 
been on the outside, they could have heard me gasping 
and catching my breath—for with all my careful search- 
ing for the trap door I thought I was gone, but I finally 
landed on my pillow of repose. 

The second night was almost a repetition of the first. 
I looked at the night gown and said to myself, “if that is 
here another night, I will put it on,” also the breakfast 
rebe, I thought the same thing concerning it. So the 
third night, I finding the night gown still there, put it on; 
the next morning on going down to breakfast I put on 
the breakfast robe. I saw the girls cast glances at each 
other and wink, as much as to say “he’s learning.” 

I was in England eleven months and nine days, and 
during that time I slept only three nights out of Lord 
Beckenworth’s house. We went to the different hamlcts, 
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as far as forty miles from London, ‘bat always returned 
there at night. The roads in London were 50 carefully 
kept that you could Crive forty miles there while driving 
half that distance in America. But the first five months 
of our time was spent principally i in the different cathe- 

drals and opera houses in London. During ‘the first 
three or tour weeks of that time, there were from twenty 
to twenty-five guests at Lord Beckenworth’s house every 
night to hear me talk about my slave life. But atter that 
his two daughters conceived and put into execution the 
grandest thought that could have entered their minds. 

That was to try to instill in me the idea of education. 

They bought books and started on their laborious work 

excusing the visitors that came ‘each nignt, and inviting 
them to come only on Friday nights, and this they did in 
large numbers, At first the two sisters were both 
teachers, one sitting in class! with me. while the other 
taught, and vice versa. Mahy nights we sat up from 10 
to 12 o’clock-—for I was very anxious to learn after cett- 
ing the rudiments in my mind—I learned with surprising 
quickness, and learned my letters as if by magic. I 
could have worn both of these girls physically out, so 
they decided to take turn about, one each nighc. And 
for ten consecutive months I attended school in this 
home, these two angels of mercy being my teachers. 
They were faithful, tireless and unfeigned in their efforts 
to give me some educational light. When I got so I 
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could spell words of two. syllables, I was like the old 
fellow when he had learned his alphabet. He said “he 
had too much edification to stay here or any whar else.” 

Once a week the visitors would attend in large num- 
bers to see how much I had advanced, and I delighted 
very much in reciting before them. And they were much 
amused when I came to spell certain words, especially 
“baker.” I spelled it in,that dialectical way, pronounc- 
ing each syllable in a way that it would cause a burst of 
laughter each time. As I have said before, I learned very 
rapidly, had an uncommon verbal memory and in eight 
months time was able to read plain reading and could 
write fairly well. I now recall the first letter I wrote, it 
was to Ulysses S, Grant, at that time president of the 
United States. I wanted to write to the greatest man in 
the world, and I thought after Linzoln, Grant was next. 
I reminded him of an incident that occurred during the 
battle of Kenesaw Mountains in 1864. He and his staff 
rode up, a tree limb knocked his hat off and I thought- 
lessly stepped out of my ranks and picked up the hat and 
handed it to the general. I received a very severe repri- 
mand from my captain, but General Grant called my cap- 
tain to him and in a few words, unheard to me, he satis- 
fied the captain. Then he said to me, “Boy, if we both 
live to get out of the war, let me know where you are and 
I’l] remember you for this favor.” 

So I wrote to President Grant, notifying him that I was 
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alive and had risen from the ranks of a private soldier in 
the Union army, to a Lord, (in title but not in wealth) in 
England. Miss Emeline—the eldest daughter of Lord 
Beckenworth wrote also, as I dictated and wrote— for ] 
spoke audibly every word I wrote. Of course when I had 
finished my letter it looked as if bluing had been poured 
into a plate and a chicken had walked into it, then over 
the paper. All the lawyers in the United States could 
not have read it. But Miss Emeline’s letter was en- 
closed with mine. This was the first letter I ever wrote 
in my life, and in a day or two after I mailed it, I began 
to trouble the postmaster. I went twice a day ex ect- 
ing an answer from my letter, not considering it had to 
cross the sea. I was like two negro men, one a runaway 
from the South who had crossed the line and gotten 
safely into the North; the other was.a barrister in the 
North, The runaway negro inquired of the lawyer, the 
way into Canada. The latter scratched his cranium fora 
moment, cleared his throat pulled off his gloves, looked 
over his spectacles and said ‘‘Well, sa-ar, if you go by de 
steamboat and it blowed down, whar is you? If you go 
on the steam kars and dey blowed up, dar you is; but if 
you go on the junegraph (meaning telegraph) you are 
dar now.” 

I wrote my letter to America and thought by the next 
day it was “dar now.” But in about thirty days the post 
master was made glad, and I made to rejoice. It cer- 
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tainly must have been a source of joy to him to be hon- 
ored with the privilege to hand me the first letter I ever 
received for myself in my life; but he was made more 
glad to be relieved of a troublesome customer. The 
president paid mea very high encomium for the exalted 
station I had reached in so short a time; invited me ¢o 
visit the White House on my return to America. He 
advised ine to remain in England until I was thoroughly 
polished by the hands of this noble family, so that I 
might return a useful man to my race andthe nation. He 
wrote Miss Emeline a fine letter, commending me as a 
soldier and thanking her for the interest she and her sis- 
ter had taken in the new citizen ot America, hewn out of 
ot slab of ebony. 

After eleven months almost entirely away from my 
people, save a few hours at night, and constant associa- 
tion with the Caucasian race, it wrought quite a wonder- 
ful change in myself and habits. As association breeds 
assimiliation, I had gotten almost entirely rid of that 
southern dialect. My aspirations began to mount above 
my environments and from that time I began to seek 
higher things in life. That spirit of manhood which lay 
slumbering in my breast began to awaken. 

Soon I began tu get ready to embark for America 
again; I had made many friends during my stay in 
England, who proved to be friends indeed. For the 
night before my departure they gave me a grand recep- 
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tion, two hundred and twenty dollars anc enough cloth— 
ing to last me a year. This was to enable me to attend 
school and every year they sent me fifty dollars for four 
years It wasas sad to me parting from these English 
friends, as it ever was to part with my brothers and sis- 
ters. When I got in the carriage the next day dozens of 
friends stood around bidding me adieu and God’s bless- 
ings. But thank God, I am not returning the same 
“William Robinson,” in appearance or knowl:dge, as 
when I left; for new thoughts and new ideas that had 
jian slumbering under the iron heel of oppression for 
twenty-one years, groaning for light and liberty, is now 
awakened, and thank God, the light of a new day ts 
dawning upon me. 

On board the vessel, instead of entertaining the guests 
with banjo picking and southern songs, I could talk of 
things of a higher life, and the passengers soon became 
interested in me, So much sothat for thirty nine days 
a gentleman and wife by the name of Joseph P. Ray, be- 
came my tutors; taking up my lessons where I had left 
off in England, and heard my last lesson the day we land 
ed in New York. 

1 wandered around this large city for two months try - 
ing to find a permanent location, but eyerything seem- 
ed either too high ortoo fast for me, so I decided to go 
back to Nashville, Tenn. I soon put my decision into| 


execution, I arrived in Nashville in June. The Moth-— | 
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odist Episcopal church established a school known as 
the Freedman’s Bureau, from which sprung the great 
Central Tennessee Colleze. At this time it was only an 
obscure log hut; today, it is the Atheneum of Education 
I entered school here and continued three years until 
my money was exhausted. I then went to work half the 
day and attended school the other half, and continued 
in school in this manner for one term. Many times I 
had nothing in my dinner pail but corn bread and stewed 
apples. Often I was ashamed tor others to see how I 
was faring and went off to myself to to eat my lunch, 
My teacher noticing that I had about the same thing 
each day, asked me if I never ate anything else save corn 
bread and dried apples. I felt very much humiliated to 
tell her that that was all I was able to have. She en- 
couraged me very much by telling me of others that had 
become great men in this country, and had even less op- 
portunities than I, Yet, they pushed their way to the 
topmost round of the ladder of fame. She also told me 
that a path of great success was before me. if I only con- 
tinued the course I had started. After that day she never 
failed to divide her dinner with me. I learned very fast 
under her, but finally had to quit school entirely and go 
to work I worked one year—taking care of three dif- 
ferent person's horses and making fires in the winter. I 
saved my money and when school opened the next vear, 
I started again. After that term I went to night school 
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CHAPTERCXAX: 


In 1874 I entered the freshman class in college. I met 
here with another embarrasment; for every one in the 
class was ahead of me; as I did not complete the high 
school course, it made it more difficult for me in college. 
But I had that spirit-of determination and studied with a 
will and by the close of the term I had caught up with 
the class with all save three; had made many friends and 
was considered by all far from being the dullest boy in 
the class, 

About this time I became very much interested in pol— 
itics and the issue of the day was so common that it cid- 
not requirea man of great ability to become a stump 
speaker, All I had to du was to remind my people of 
the fact that the Yankees freed them and that these Yan- 
kees were the present Republ can party; frequent men- 
tiuning of the name of Abraham Lincoln would stir all 
the patriotism there was in them. I soon became very 
popular among my race, so much so, that I was cansulted 
on every point of the least importance. I was an ardent 
lover of books and read quite extensively. I would read 
many nights all night, and my memory served me well. 
It was the height of my ambition to be a political orator 
for I had in me that retaliating spirit and thought there 
was no better way to giye vent to my feelings towards 
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the Southern people than to tongue-lach them in politics 
But after consulting a few men, I saw that I had the 
wrong spirit and if I accomplished anything it must be 
through the spirit of love and not of vengence. If I 
wanted tobea useful mantomy peopleand country, I 
wouldhave to first learn ‘‘that vengeance belongeth to the 
Lord.” 

Later I was hired at Lebanon, Tennessee, as teacher; 
I had aclass of forty. The majority of them were old 
people forty five and fifty years old. I taught them two 
terms—each term being only four months. The other 
eight months in the year I worked at most anything I 
could catch. I became impatient with that slow way of 


making money,so I resigned my school and went back 
to Nashville. Through a frienc I was given a_ situation 


as porter for the Woodruff Sleeping Car Company, which 
was afterwards bought out by the Pullman Company. I 
continued in the employment of George L. Pullman for 
SIX consecutive years, during which time I was on every 
road of any importance in the United States and old and 
and New Mexico. 

While running from Mackinaw City, Michigan, to Cin- 
cinnati, I came near being killed. At Ft, Wayne, In- 
diana, I stepped off my car while in motion and was drag- 
ged seventy two feet on my back, all the while hanging 
to the boxing of the car wheels running between my legs 
The people turned their backs to keep from seeing me 
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cut to pieces. As the car stopped I relaxed my hold, and 
they picked me up unconscious and for some time they 
thought that life was extinct. They telegraphed my wife 
that I was dead, but finally I gained consciousness ang 
was returned home that night on the same train. This laid 
me up for three months. 

At er I was rest :red to my natural strength I accept- 


ed a position on board a steamboat on Lake Michigan, as 
steward or cook, for the Graham Passenger Steamboat 


Company, plying between St. Joseph and Berton Har- 
bor, Michigan, and Chicago, Illinois. During this time I 
saw some very stormy seasons. I especially recall one 
of them—-the night the Alphena went down with her 
human cargo of seventy souls I was on the steamer Trai- 
tor, enroute for Chicago from Green §Bay; it was one of 
the most ferocious seas—so said by some of the old cap- 
tains who sailed the sea for many years, they had ever 
seen. Yet we weathered it out and landed safely in Chi- 
cago harbor, I fell over board and had a very narrow 
escape for my life, but the captain soon hauled his vessel 
to and picked me up after I had gone down and come up 
the second time. 

In 1877 while cooking at the New England hotel, in 
Clark street Chicago, I was one night in the third story 
of a gambling den, owned and run by two brothers—Dan 
and Jim Scott, two very wealthy colored men. They 
kept hotel, roomers, and ran a gambling den all in one 
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b ilding. I had drifted away during my railroad and 
sailing career intoa class of company that lead me to 
this miserable lif*. lt seemed for a time that all the 
good that had been accomplished through my many 
friends and my self denial and perseverance, were all over. 
shadowed with darkness, in immorality and sin. But 
thank God, on New VYear’s night, 1877, while standing at 
the very gambling table I heard my mother’s voice, as I 
thought, as audibly as I ever heard it in my life. ~he 
said, ‘‘My son, [in that motherly tender way in which 
none Save a mother can speak,] is this what you promised 
me when vou were wearing the shackles of bondage?” 

I at once recalled the day when mother left me in Wil- 
mington to go back to Greenville, Tennessee, when she 
said, “Son, I have nothing in this world to give you, but 
remember that manners and good behavior will carry you 
through the world; get the religion of Jesusin your heart 
and if we never meet again onearth, meet me in heaven.” 
I resolved on that night that I would not stop until I was 
converted, All the entreaties and prayers of my mother 
came rushing upon my mind, and I decided at once that 
they should not be in vain, My mind fully made up, I 
left the gambling den that night, never to enter it again. 

The next day I accepted a situation as head cook in 
Evanston, Illimois, eighteen miles from Chicago. I was 
deeply convicted and began to reason of righteousness, 


temperance andthe judgment to come. The more I 
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- reasoned, the deeper was my conviction, until it seemed 
that the clock on the wall as it ticked, said ‘‘repent.” I 
became so interested concerning my soul’s welfare, that 
I could not keep my mind on my business so I began to 
seek the Lord in prayer. In June of the same year I 
walked out of the hotel about eleven o’clock, didn’t stop 
to draw my mony; the train was due for Chicago and 
was at the depot when I arrived there. I was so com- 
pletely absorbed in thought and stirred about the salvation 
of my soul that I walked by the train up the track to- 
wards Chicago. It seemed as though a voice was con- 
stantly saying to me to “repent.” I had not walked very 
far when a voice said, ‘‘you had better pray.” Of course 
it was the reasoning of thefspirit within. I walked down 
the embankment and for the first time since I was ten 
years old, I called on God for redemption through the 
blood of Jesus. I became so intensely earnest that I did 
not notice the section hands working near by. I arrived 
in Chicago about dusk, went to a saloon and called for a 
drink—a very unusual thing for me, because I never went 
into a saloon before alone. I had often taken a drink 
through the influence of company. But now Satan finds 
that I am trying to extricate myself from sin and from 
the wrath of a sin avenging God, ts making his greatest 
struggle to impede my progress. He knew that the wine 
cup was a sure remedy to carry out his wishes. I never 
was a lover of strong drink, but now I walked up to the 
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bar and called for gin, as one of the regular hard drinkers 
would do. . This was one of the remedies that the devil 
furnished me to drive away trouble, but it failed fi this 
case; for I took two drinks and it took no effect whatever 
upon me, for my soul was crying for deliverance. I left 
the bar room, went to the Union depot aid bought a 
ticket for La Porte, Indiana, but 1 got off at a little 
station before I got to La Porte, as I thought uf a Baptist 
preacher I knew about three miles from there. It was 
midnight and very dark when I got off the train. | in 

quired of the deput agent the way to this preachers 
home. The road lay through a dense thick woods, and 
after wandering until avout two o’clock in the morning 
I found the place. 

] remained at his home about three weeks, and would 
go each day to the woods with him and help him pile up 
brush and trim trees, etc. J imagined all the while that 
a tree was going to fall upon me and kill me. The yery 
axe the preacher was chopping with seemed to be crying 
“repent,” and I became so troubled until all hunger and 
thirst seemed to have Icft me There was but one thought 
uppermost in my mind and that was “that I might find 
peace with God. 

One day the preacher persuaded me to stay at the 
house, saying I was too weak to yo with him to the 
woods. He knew what was ailing me, I ‘cou'd tell that 


in his morning and evening devotion, as he would offer 
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me to the throne of grace, with so much fervor. After 
he was gone I took the shot gun, saying to his wife that 
I would go hunting. Thad gone but a short distance 
when something seemed to say to me, “you had as well 
take that gun and blow your brains out.” Of course 
this was the reasoning of the devil making his last great 
effort to decoy me and destroy my sonl, But God has 
promised in His word that He would be a help in every 
time of need, and this great truth demonstrated itself to 
me in this great hour of peril, for when my foot had al- 
most slipped and my soul almost into eternity—where 
hope is a stranger and mercy could never reach my un- 
done condition, the great spirit of God whispered in my 
soul, Saying ‘‘woe be unto your damnation.” 

I hid the gun beneath a brush pile and started toa 
man’s house about two miles away. As soon asI went 
into the house he told his wife to hurry dinner and clean 
up the dinner dishes and that they would have a word of 
prayer. I knelt down behind a big.drum stcve in that 
log cabin with my mind fully made up to stay there un- 
til God converted me; and in less time than it will take 


me to tell it I was happily converted to Christ, 
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CHAPTER XXI. 


It seemed as though I had been wearing a heavy log 
about my body and in a moment it fell from me. It 
looked as if the entire end of the house had given away 
and I could see with that eye of faith into the very xing- 
dom of God. I expect one day to behold Christ in His 
glory, yet I am satisfied that I shall never see Him any 
plainer and He will never look any more natural than He 
did that day. 

While beholding this grand panorama, Christ handed 
me a little testament and pointed towards a large body 
of woods, saying, ‘preach my word to these people,” In 
a moment every tree was transformed into a vast multi- 
tude of people and 1 stepped upon a stump and began 
to preach from Romans, First Chapter and sixteenth 
verse—"‘Now I’m not ashamed of the gospel of Christ; 
for itis the power of God unto salvation to every one 
that believeth; tothe Jew first, and also to the Greek.” 

I need not say toany soul that has been awakened by 

‘the light of the gospel that we had a wonderful down- 
pouring of the spirit that day, and of all the places on 
earth, that is the dearest to me, 

I had worn the shakles of a literal bondage for fifteen 
years, but in due season God emancipatvd me from being 
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THE LINCOLN LOG CABIN. 


The above engraving is from‘a photograph of the Lincoln cabin taken especjally for this book, Decoration Day, May 30, 
1907. The picture shows the cabjn just as it stands today on the old Lincoln farm in Hardin county, Kentucky. 
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the goods and chattels of other men. So I could think 
and act for myself asa man; but thank God, in 1877, He 
liberated my soul from a greater bondage, for human 
bondage enslaved only the body, while sin enslaved both 
souland body. But I can now praise God in the high- 
est and sing this song. 


Free at last, free at last, 
Thank God Almighty, I’m free at last. 


1. When I was a sinner just like vou, 
Thaek God Almighty, I’m free at last 
I prayed and mourned till I came through. 
Thank God Almighty, I’m free at last. 


2, I never shall forget that day, 
Thank God Almighty I’m free at last; 
When Jesus washed my sins away, 
Thank God Almighty, I’m free at last. 


3. The very time I thought I was lost, 
Thank God Almighty, I’m free at last; 
My dungeon shook and my chains fell off. 
Thank God I’m tree at last; 


4. This is religion I do know, 
Thank God Almighty I’m free at last; 
For I never feit such a love before, 
Thank God Almighty, I’m free at last. 


160 FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 


The first night atter I was converted, I laid me down 
before the fire place—for it was a log house, with a large 
old tashioned fire place The preacher and his family 
were eating supper in the same room. He said he had 
not stopped talking to me over five minutes when he 
noticed me clapping my hands and praising God. But 
in that few minutes I had found myself in a dense wild- 
ness; I could hear the howling and roaring of some kind 
of a hideous beast that would strike terror to any living 
soul, and all was gloom and darkness around me. By 
faith I looked towards the hill of Zion and, like Peter of 
old, I cried out, ‘Lord, save me or I perish,’ and ina 
moment the darkness Cispersed and the light in all its 
splendor and beauty, shone around me. The same man 
who handed mea testament in the first vision, gave me 
the same kind of a book and_ pointed to the trees and 
said, ‘preach My word to these people.” and ina mo- 
ment every tree and bush was transformed into a multi- 
tude of people. I stepped upon the stump and preached 
from the same text as before. This was Saturday night 
and I was sixteen miles from La Porte, Indiana. 

Sunday morning the preacher, Rev. Bailey and myself 
started for La Porte. There were no tsains on Sunday 
morning, so we rode half the distance on a hand-car with 
the section men, and walked the remainder of the way 
We sat ona fence to rest, facing a beech woods, and I 
rested my head in my hands and closed my eyes. I had 
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a repetition of the same vision, this being the third time 
that I saw the same vision. I did not tell this part of 
my conversion for two years afterwards, for I was sat- 
isfied that it was a Divine call to the ministry of the Lord 
Jesus Ultimately an old minister by the name of Andy 
Ferguson, a member ofthe A. M, E. church, who was 
traveling the La Porte circuit,—after hearing me talk in 
class meeting several times, asked me to tell him exactly 
how I was converted. After two years I told him the 
whole story of my conversion; and hesaid, “‘Scn, I knew 
God had called you to the ministry, and morever I could 
not afford to give up my occupation of cooking, making 
from seventy-five to a hundred dollars per month, for 
an uncertainty, I knew how hard it was to raise money 
tor tne ministers and like Jonah, 1 went for nearly five 
years before J] entered the field of labor which God would 
have me do. 

I made several vows and broke them, finally I vowed 
if I covld accumulate a certain amount of money, I would 


take up the cross and bear it the best I could. I made 
and saved the amount so quickly that I hardly knew how 
it came, and avenues were Opened to my advantage on 
every side. : 

I joined the Missionary Baptist church, though I was 
of a Methodist belief; but I was cooking where there was 
no other church save the Baptist. I joined them and gave 
them fifty dcliars towards the building of a new church, 
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with the understanding that if ever a Methodist church 
was organized there, they were to give me a letter of rec- 
ommendation and refund twenty-five dollars to the 
Methodist church. I was soon made a member of the 
Chain Lake Association ot Michigan. 

In 1884 a Methodist church was organized there, and 
although I was not there, the Baptists refurded the 
twenty five dollars. I remained inthe Baptist church un- 
til 1891, when I joined Simpson’s Chapel M. E. church, 
Indianapolis, Indiana. I was admitted that same year as 
a member of the Indiana District conference, In March, 
’92, at Shelbyville, Kentucky, Bishop Foster took up my 
credentials as elder in the Baptist church, and gave me a 
sheep skin or credentials, as elder in the Methodist 
Episcopal church. 


CHAPTER.4 ISAIAH 62:10 TEXT: 


Go through, go through the gates, prepare ye the way 
of the people, cast up,cast up the highway gather out the 
stones, lift up a standard for the people. (Subject, Stand- 
ard.) This ts the prophet, fervent zeal for God’s prom- 
ses to his church Ministers incited to like importunitv. 
Isaiah, the son of Amos, prophesied B. C. 760 years, or 
about that time, God has had a man for every time, emer- 
gency and purpose, When He would raise up a people to 
Himself, He called Abraham a Chaldean. When He 


would preserve that people's life He prepared a Joseph. 
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When He would lead those people to a land of promise: 
He calleda Moses, a fugitive from Egypt. When He 
heard the cries from the Babylonian captive who cried 
by reason of their sore affliction, he had a Nehemiah, 
When He heard the cries of the slaves in the southland 
He called an Abraham Lincoln, from the Log Cabin in 
Kentucky, to the chief magistrate of this great nation. 
Although the nation was baptised in human blood, and 
Lincoln died the death of a martyr, he became the 
great standard of liberty in America, When the woice of 
Cuba and the Philipinoes reached the throne of our God 
He gave te usa William McKinley, who dared to do and 
to die because he was inspired by the Holy Ghost, all of 
whom becane great standards for God and suffering 
humanity. 

Isaiah declared for Zion’s sake he would not hold his 
peace and for Jerusalem's sake I will not rest until the 
righteousness thereof go forth as brightness, and the 
Salvation thereof as a lamp that burneth, and the Gentiles 
shall see their righteousness and all Kings thy Glory, 
and thou shalt be called by a new name which the mouth 
of the Lord shall name. Thou shalt also be a crown of 
glory in the hand of the Lord anda royal diadem in the 
hand of thy God. This subject has a two-fold meaning; 
a spiritual and literal, The spiritual Isaiah points the 
people to the coming King and said of his kingdom there 
should be no end. (See Isaiah 9:6) For untousa child 


104 FROM LOG CABIN TO THE PULPIT. 


is born, unto us a son ts given, and the government shall 
be upon His shoulder, and His name shall be called won- 
derful, counsler, the mighty, God the everlasting father, 
the prince of peace (Isaiah g9:7:) Of the increase of 
His government and peace there shall be no end Upon 
the throne of David and upon his kingdom, to order it 
and to establish it with judgement and with justice from 
henceforth even forever. (See Isaiah 63: fst to 6th ver- 
ses) Who is this that cometh fron Edom with dyed gar. 
ments from Bozrah? This that is glorious in his apparel, 
traveling in the greatness of his strength? I that speik 
in righteousness, mighty to save. Wherefore art thou 
red in thine apparel, and thy garments like him that 
treadeth in the wine fat? I have trodden the wine-press 
alone and of the people. 

There was none with me for I will tread them in my 
fury, and their blood shall be sprinkled upon my gar- 
ments, and I will stain all my rainment, for the day of 
vengence is in my heart, and the year of mv redeemed is 
come, And I looked and there was none to help and | 
wondered that there was none to uphold; therefore mine 
own arm brought salvation anto me and my fury it upheld 
me, and this is the great standard that was to be a light 
to the feet of the Gentiles and a lamp to the pathway 
that was to shine away the darkness of the valley of the 
shadow of death. (Text.) Go through, go through the 
gates, prepare ye the way of the people. Cast up, cast up 
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the highway, gather out the stones, lift up a standard for: 
the people. The four gates to the garden of Eden were. 
closed by the fall of Adam. The four gates of the city-of 
the New Jerusalem were opened by the birth, suffering, 
death, resurrection, and "ascension of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. For death reigned from Adam to Christ, but life 
shall reign from time to eternity, for Jesus said [ St. John 
11:25:] I am the resurrection and the life, he that be- 
lieveth in me, ‘though he weredead, yet shall he live [ 26th | 
and whosoever liveth and believeth, and believeth in me 
shall never‘die. force Mathew 3: ist to 4th verses] In 
those days came John the Baptist preaching i in the wilder- 
ness of Judea. and saying, repent ye for the kingdom of 
heaven is: at hand. 2 For this is He that was spoke of by 
‘the prophet Isaiah, say ing, the voice of one crying in the 
wilderness, prepare ye the way: of the Lord, Make His 
paths straight, John wais the great standard of} righteous- 
ness in the wilderness.. Then cometh Jesus trom Galillee 
to Jordan unto John to be baptised ofhim. But John for 
bade Him, saying, | have need to be baptised of thee; 
“4nd cometh Thou.to me? And Jesus answering said un- 
to him: Suffer it to be so now, for thus it becdmeth us to 
fulfill all righteousness. Then He suffered Him, and 
Jesus, when he was baptised, went up straightWay out of 
the water, and lo the heavens were opened unto Himand 


; He saw the spirit of God ascending and descending like 


a dove: and Jjighting upon Him, and lo a voice from 
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heaven saying, this is my beloyed Son, in whom I am well 
pleased 

And this is the standard that Isiah! saw through ‘the 
spirit more than 760 years before he came, and prophei 
sied concegping Flim. Priests and prophets prayed to 
sez the light of the coming King, who was to redeem 
lsrael fran the cursg qf a broken law for the sentence of 
death wag'passed upou all men. Therefore [Job 14:14] 
ask this que> stion: If aman die shall he live again? iad 
Jesus, the yftaneketed of salvation, ansWered and said, be- 
cause | live ye shall djye also. [john 14:19 ] And he 
said unto Mary and Martha, the 4wo orphan girls who 
had laid their enly brather in the silent city of the dead 
and weve now kneeling at the feet of Jésus anc bewailing 
their loss, . Martha said unto Jesus, if thou hadst beer 
here my brother hid not died, but I know that even now 
whatsoever Uhou wilt ask of God, God will give it thee. 
Jesus stith unto fer, thy brother will rise again. Martha 
saith unto Him, [know that He sill rise again in the 
resurrection at the last day. Jesus said unto her, 1 am 
the restreection and the life, he that telieveth im mre; 
thud@l He were dead yet shall he live: [John ti: 2tst 
25th verses} So the world need not worry or have any 
fear concerning eternal life, for God has so Jeclared that 
before one jot or tittle of His word shall fail heaven apd 
earth shall; assaway. [Rev, 2t:1-3.] And John declared 


he saw a new heaven and a new earth, for the first heaven 
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and the first earth were passed away, and there was no 
more sea, and I, John saw the holy city New Jerusalem 
coming down from God out of heaven, prepared as a 
bride adorned for her husband. And we know that it 
must have been a beautiful sight that dazzled the eyes of 
the most expectant. And I heard a great voice out of 
heaven saying, behold, the tabernacle of God is with men, 
and. He will dwell with them and they shall be His- peo- 
ple, and God himself shall be with them and be their God: 
This isa glorious promise. This destroys the very fear 
of death from the minds of God’s true pilgrims, so that 
they wade out into the turbulent waters of the valley 
and shadow of death and, like David the shepherd king, 
defy the presence of death. And ashe sees the approach- 
ing of the grim monster, he buckles on armour, his habili- 
ment, girds up his loins—with a girdle of God’s eternal 
truth, tries his shield that bears the marks of many spears 
shot at him by the enemy, unsheathes his sword and 
marches out to meet the last enemy to be conquered, 
which is death, 

Hush! I hear the din of the battle, it is fired long and 
loud, and the combatants on one side are fighting for 
truth and righteousness; the other side for death and de- 
struction. The captain on one sid2 is Apolian, the prince 
of the powers of the air, The other one is the Alpha and 
Omega, the beginning and the end, the first and the last, 
who conquered the powers of death and hell, robbed the 
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grave of her victory and death of its sting, mounted the 
clouds of the morning with a convoy of angels as his es- 
cort, soared back to his father’s house with a promise of 
another comforter to the world, and sitteth at the right 
hand of God the Father Almighty, where he maketh inter- 
cession for the Saints. 

The great standard of righteousness, the literal side of 
the prophet’s defination, points to the Babylonian captivi- 
ty. .Looking down through the telescope of time he sees 
the Israelites, The chosen people of God, the Abra 
hamic Sea, 767 years before the event really takes place, 
led away from Jerusalem and their native land by Neb- 
uchadnezzar, king of Babylon, captives. Isaiah heard the 
echo of their wails and deep groaning of their souls as 
they are marching from their native land; destined to a 
life of servitude which must last for 70 year-, They yet 
bear the scars and sore feet of weary years of an Egypt- 
ian bondage, where they toiled 450 years under Pharoah 
the King of Egypt. ‘ed out by Moses, God's standard 
bearer, they could hear the hoof and step of Pharoah’s 
horses and chariots. They couldhear the stern command 
of that mighty king, urging his army on to overtake 
them. I can hear their wails to Moses, their leader and 
standard, I can see Moses, God’s standard bearer, as he 
goes to headquarters for orders, ashe listens to the tramp 
of his enemies and the rumbling of their chariot wheels. 
He makes this enquiry; Lord, what shall 1 do? God said 
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to him; tell the people to stand still and see the salyation 
of God, for the enemy you see today you shall soon sce 
them no more forever. Ile commanded Moses to take 
the staff that he had in his hand and pass it three times 
over the waters of the Red Sea, and the waters became 
frightencd at itself, for God sent down a trade wind that 
night and divided the water from the water, Having 
thus pontooned the Red Sea, dry land appeared and the 
people marched over dry shod. God put a pillow of 
cloud by day and a pillow of fire by night, so it was dark 
to the Egyptians by day and by night, but light to the 
Isralites When Israel had crossed the Red Sea the 
Egyptians attempting to do the sam2, God spoke to the 
waters and the Egvptians were destroyed. Israel looked 


back, and sang this triumphant song. 


Isaac a ransom while he laid 
Upen the alter bound 

Moses an infant cast away 
By Pharoh’s daughter found. 

Didn’t old Pharoh get lost, 
Get lost, get lost? 

Oh, didn’t old Pharoh get lost, 
All in the Red Sea? 


Said-they, the horseman and his rider are overthrown 
and God has delivered his people from the hand of 
Pharoh. 
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[Text] Lift up a standard for the people. They 
wandered qo years in the wilderness. They were unfaith- 
ful and unthankful, They murmured and complained all 
the'time. When they were hungry, God fed them bread 
made up by the spoken word of His Power and fed to 
them fresh and flikey every morning. And Jesus says 
I am the bread of life. Jesus is to the soul what the man- 
na was to the body of the Israelites. For 40 years they 
wandered in the wilderness because of their disobedience 
and today te church of God is wandering because of 
retrogration from the true standard of God. We are tak- 
ing on too much of the world, and too little of God. Is- 
rael’s sins Ted them into many pitfalls, Finally they 
were bitten by the fiery serpents, and died by the thou- 
sands. God commanded Moses, the standard bearer, to 
mould aserpent of brass and lift it up in the wildness 
and to tell the people to look upon it and they should 
be healed, But thousands died because they would not 
look, Jesus said, and as Moses Itfted up the serpent in 
the wilderness, even su must the son of man be lilted up, 
As the great standard of the human family, the Lord 
help us to look and live. Sinners, which will vou do? 
Look and live, or close your eyes and die? [Text] Lift 
upastandard tor the people. [See Illustration] In 
1869 your humble servant made a trip to London, Eng- 
land. While there I met a German man whose sympathy 
was very strong for me and my people in this country, 
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and we were together nearly every day while there. He 
had been a sailor for 4o years, and I being a natural born 
mariner blended usvery close together. As we would 
stand upon the pier of that great harbor where we could 
see the white winged dove of commerce coming from 
every civilized quarter of the earth, as I would see the 
different flags at the mastheads I would say to my friend. 
where does that ship come from? Without waiting to 
read the inspiration onthe ensign he would say, from 


Italy. And this one? From Fance. And this? From 
Germany. Andthis? From Russia. And this? From 


Spain, etc. But when I saw the o'd star spangled banner 
I did not have to ask any questions. I knew it was the 
standard that was unturned overme at Blve Springs, 
Tennessee in November 1863, when God sent a provi 
dential wind and the old flag wrapped all around me, and 
General Thomas, who controlled the unien army of the 
Tennessee. said, by this day, this flag makes you a free 
man. And I wept for joy standing under the great flag 


of America, and could sing the national air, theland of 
the free and the home of the brave. I had worn the 


shackels of literal bundage for years but in due season 
God emancipated me from being the goods and chattles 
of other men, so I could think and act for myself as a 
man. But thanks be to God, in 1877. He emancipated 


my soul from the bondage of sin. 
When I saw the standard of America I asked no ques 
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tions. So it ought to be with every true child of God 
who has been freed from the bondage of sin and made 
heirs and joint heirs of the Lord Jesus Christ and become 
such lofty standards that we would be living epistels, 
read and known of all men as the standarus of Jesus. 
(Text), Left up astandard forthe people, Thete are 
so many ways we can be standards. First... by faithful- 
ness to the cause. we represent. Second, by our, Chris- 
tian &delity, truth and righteousness. Love God supreme- 
ly. Be at peace with all men.’ In order to,do this we 
must keep‘aloft the standard of prayer, which is a, wea- 
pon sharper than any two edged sword, > Ft is arstandard 
of power, that even the heathen in the jungles: of, Africa 
recognize and reverence, though their:duty ‘is,nothing 
but a.dumb idol. ' They. bow down to. it,and utter some 
form of prayer; | Hence, we can See the ‘necessity jof;..the 
standard: of prayer. [See Illustration ]. .gin:31871 ,this 
country sent a representative to Madrid,Spain. Inthe 
Spanish courts they found some technicality in, the 
official acts of Mr. Woods. They gave him a trial and 
sentenced him to death, and within three day's of the 
time of execution the law said, a men sentenced to death 
must be executed the very day and minute specified in 
hissentence. If not, it gaveshim sufficient grounds fora 
uew trial. -The honorable James G. Haine was at that 
time secretary of war and saw ihe necessity:-of prolong- 


ing the time,so that Mr. Woods could have a fair-and im 
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partial trial, soas to vindicate himself. Fe asked Queen 
Victoria, of England, to order her representatives with 
the flag of her country to be on the spot of execution, 
“also to the czar of Russia he made the same request, He 
ordered an American representative with the stars and 
stripes with the other nations anda tew minutes, be- 
fore the time of execution, they wrapped Mr. Woods up 
in these three flags: 24 men with loaded guns are wait- 
ing for orders to send the leaden messengers of death in- 
to the body of Mr. Woods’ Thetimeisup. Attention 
is called. ; But there is no command to fire. The ques- 
tion is asked, why don’t you vive the command to shoot? 
The time is up. The answer is, how can we shoot a man 
through the flags of three great nations? The time of 
execution is past Mr. Woods was taken back to prison 
hada fair and impartial trial and was set at libe-ty. Now, 
if the standards of three nations can save a man froma 
literal death, what must the standard of Calvary do? 
Every strand of thread in that fla’g 1s stained in the blood 
of Calvary’s lamb. And Jesus said unto the dying thief 
Today shall thou be with mein paradise, (Text): Lift 
up the standard for the people. Hewas crucified. dead 
and buried. The third day he arose from the dead, and 
said, I am he that liveth and was dead, and behold I am 
alive forevermore, Ainen, and have the keys of hell and 


of death. 
Sermon delivered by Rev, W. H. Robinson, Albia, 


Iowa, A. M. E., Church, March 28th, 1907. 
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BURLBuURT 


A RETROSPECTION. 


It is now 42 years since the greatest of all the wars has closed. Today the 
muskets of the soldiers—North and South 
wreaths of flowers about them, and look upo 
relics of other days— 


—are stacked and we entwine our 
n them with much reverence—truly 
days that must live in our memory only, for_this is another 
age. But as we look on them we are reminded that this great country could 
never have attained its present status without this great conflict. So wehave a 
wreath placed on these old guns and tender memories for the boys both North and 


South who carried them. Our country needed the sacrifice—you gave your lives 


and we are sure that the Gods of Battles” will give you the reward. 


—S. Jesse RICHARDSON. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 


In 1877 I married Miss Alice Goins, Riverside, Michi- 
gan, whoheld up my arms in the ministry for sixteen 
years, while I tried to preach Christ. There was born to 
us two children, Dora and William. William died in his 
infancy. The grim monster consumption seized upon 
my companion and for five years she steod up likea 
heroine, many times almost compelling me to go to 
church and preach, when I was fearful that she would 
die before I returned. But she would say, “My dear 
I’m all right, you may save one soul tonight.” She would 
always quote that passage of scripture: Luke 15th Chap: 
ter and 10th verse, which reads, ‘‘Likewise I say unto 
you, there is joy in the presence of the angels of God over 
one sinner that repenteth.” 

On the morning of April, 14, 1892, as she sat in the 
door of our home in Grape Creek, Indiana, looking so 
constantly and distant until it attracted my attention, I 
asked her what she was looking so steadily at, and her 
answer was like a thunder bolt to my heart. She said, “I 
am looking at the beautiful carpet this day for the last 
time onearth, for I shall eat my supper in heaven to 
night.” She had me call her daughter. When she came 
she said. ‘‘Dora, 1 am going to leave you and papa. I 
want you to hold up your papa’s armsas I have done for 
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the last sixteen years; I want you to stay with him un- 
til he marries again.” She then said to me, ‘William I 
want you to marry as soon as you can find some settled 
woman, I know youcould easily marry some young girl, 
for you don’t look very old, but I want you to marry a 
settled woman.” She continued by saying, ‘William, you 
know how I used to set the light in the window for you 
and watch for you to come home when I was not able to 
go with you to your preaching place.” I said, “yes 
Alice.” ‘Well,’ said she, ‘1 will set the lamp in the win- 
dow of heaven and will wait and watch for you until you 
come.” ‘Dora, I don’t want you to doanything that will 
hinder your father in the ministry, and pray for him daily 
that God might sustain him in his labor; you be a good 
girl and meet Mamma in heaven.” 

I called in my family physician; he was so wonderfully 
touched with the spiritual force and power with which 
she talked, that he could scarcely retain himself. He 
wrote upon the back of a book, saying: ‘“‘Reverend, your 
wife can live but a very short time,’ and bid me good 
bye. 

None but they who have passed through this trying 
ordeal by the loss cf a wife or husband, can sympathize 
with one in this dark and trying hour. 

At half past eight that night my members and friends 
filled my home; at eight forty-five she began to sing a 
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song which she used to sing while in health, “I know my 
name is written on the lamb’s book ot life, I know my 
name is written in heaven.” A few minutes to nine she 
took my hand in hers and said, “husband have I beena 
wife?” and with the very fountain of my heart running 
over with grief, 1 could say nothing else but “yes, a 


thousand times yes.” 


Though it was my daily study to make her happy, yet I 
could never be able to pay the gratitude [I owed her. I 
feel that all I am, I owe to her, for her patience and kind - 
ness towards me; for when I would despair and the gloom 
of disappointment would gather around me, she would 
put her arms around my neck, kiss me, and say, “Papa, 
let's pray,” and in that plaintive, simple way, she would 
offer me and my trouble to God. 


It was her constant study to see and know that I was 


happy. 


Five minutes past nine the chariot swung low and a lov- 
ing wife and mother was gone, as we thought I was on 
my knees by the bed with her head resting on my arm; 
inthe excitement I raised her up, and she opened her 
eyes, sang another verse of the same song, then asked the 
church to take care of her husband and daughter, bid us 
all good bye, and ina moment her spirit had moved out 
ot the old tenement house of clay, and she 
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‘Is now drinking at the fountain, 
Where she always will abide; 

For she has tasted life’s pure water, 
And her soul is satisfied.” 


I can never describe that night of sorrow, but thank 
God, the consolation which she left in her dying testi- 
mony, and her life for sixteen years sustained me through 
every conflict and has been a great source of joy since 
her departure. Often since that night, when the clouds 
would hang low and heavy over me in my minds imagina- 
tion, I could hear her say, ‘ Be of good cheer.” 
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